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CHAPTER  I. 

AN  ENGLISH   TKIUMPH. 

All  tlie  eiglit  bells  in  tlie  cliurcli  steeple  were 
pealing  down  in  joyous  tumult  tlirougli  the 
sun-gilt  smoke  canopy  wliicli  was  spread  above 
the  slate  roofs  of  Medington  one  mild 
November  afternoon  ;  the  streets  of  that  quiet 
little  town  were  filled  with  an  unwonted  life 
and  stir,  thickest  and  most  turbulent  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  town-hall,  the  open  space  in 
front  of  which  was  black  with  human  beings. 
It  is  curious  that  crowds,  no  matter  of  what 
they  may  be  composed,  always  are  black ;  it 
is  curious,  too,  that  human  faces  in  the  mass 
are  always  of  one  tint,  a  very  pale  bronze 
without  the  faintest  shade  of  pink  ;  probabl}' 
no  one  ever  saw  a  crowd  blush  or  turn  pale, 
yet  these  trul}-  awful  phenomena  must  some- 
times occur. 
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4        THE  REPEOACH  OF  AXXE5LEY. 

The  windows  surrounding  tlie  space  before 
the  town-hall  were  black  with  humanity,  so 
was  the  balcony  which  served  as  hustings. 
When  the  eye  became  accustomed  to  the  mass 
and  began  singling  out  its  component  parts, 
it  detected  many  points  of  colour ;  a  large 
proportion  of  the  men  in  the  street  wore  the 
fustian  garb  of  the  artisan ;  the  few  female 
forms  discernible  at  the  windows  or  in 
carriages  contributed  less  lug^ubrious  tints, 
and  on  many  a  coat,  whether  of  cloth  or 
fustian,  there  fluttered  gay  bunches  of  ribbon, 
dark  blue  and  crimson  on  some,  lio'ht  blue 
and  yellow  on  others.  Those  who  wore  the 
pale  colours  were  radiantly  and  triumphantly 
aggressive,  those  who  wore  the  dark,  sullenly 
and  defiantly  so.  All  were  demeaning  them- 
selves like  Bedlamites  ;  a  few  sad  and  anxious 
policemen  jostled  about  among  them  were 
trying  not  to  observe  anything,  one  of  these 
in  his  efforts  to  preserve  an  indifferent  and 
easy  demeanour,  seemed  quite  absorbed  in  a 
close  and  searching  examination  of  the  pale 
blue   sky  above,  across  which   some   pigeons 
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were  flying,  their  clanging  wings  unheard  in 
the  tumult ;  the  fact  that  a  band  of  musicians 
bearing  the  dark  colours  were  flying  precipi- 
tately down  a  side  street,  pursued  by  various 
missiles,  kicks  and  thumps,  with  their  hats 
now  and  then  crushed  over  their  noses,  and 
their  instruments  vibratins;  to  unmusicianly 
strokes,  did  not  pierce  through  his  apparent 
abstraction. 

It  was  a  scene  to  kindle  wonder  in  the 
breast  of  an  observant  Chinaman  or  Bedouin 
Arab,  if  such  had  chanced  to  be  strolhng 
throuo'h  Medino'ton  Hio-h  Street  just  then. 
A  gentleman  on  the  balcony  was  gesticulating 
and  shoutino'  unheard  in  the  tumult  made  by 
the  bells,  and  the  cheering,  yelling,  groaning 
and  whisthng  of  the  crowd.  Yet  people  ap- 
peared to  be  Hstening  to  this  frantic  person 
through  the  uproar,  and  punctuated  his  dis- 
course by  hootings,  hissings,  cries  of  hear- 
hear  and  clapping  of  hands  ;  also  by^  more 
personal  favours,  such  as  bags  of  flonr, 
which  for  the  most  part  fell  short  of  him  and 
burst   with    uncalculated    effect  upon  unsus- 
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pecting  citizens  below  to  the  loud  merriment 
of  citizens  not  so  favoured.  He  was  suc- 
ceeded by  another  orator,  and  yet  another. 
I^ow  and  again  somebody,  usually  some  half- 
grown  boy,  would  utter  a  hoarse,  half- 
despairing,  half-defiant  shout  of  "  Stuart  for 
ever ! "  whereupon  the  citizens  with  light 
ribbons  would  fall  upon  him  pell-mell,  and 
hustle  and  thump  him  with  most  Christian 
vigour,  themselves  hustled  and  thumped  in 
turn  by  a  posse  of  dark  colours,  who  would 
rush  to  the  rescue  of  their  side.  Had  the 
intelligent  foreigners  asked  the  reason  of 
these  sudden  displays  of  fraternal  feeling, 
the  belligerents  would  probably  have  been 
puzzled  how  to  answer  them. 

So  great  and  overpowering  was  the  joy  in 
the  breasts  of  the  lio'ht  colours,  that  one  of 
them  would  occasionally  crush  the  hat  over 
the  nose  of  a  brother  light  colour,  out  of  pure 
oiadness  of  heart  and  excess  of  brotherlv 
love.  Shopkeepers  had  hastily  put  up  their 
shutters  at  the  first  crash  of  the  bells,  and 
prudent    people,    and    those   who    preferred 
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quiet  enjoyments  to  the  turbulent  delights 
of  laying  about  them  with  their  fists,  had 
cautiousl}^  transferred  the  dark  colours,  if  so 
unfortunate  as  to  wear  them,  from  their  coats 
to  their  pockets,  a  device  which  little  profited 
one  unlucky  citizen,  who  efiected  the  transfer 
more  quickly  than  dexterously,  and  was  be- 
trayed by  the  ends  of  the  streamers  peeping 
from  his  coat-tail  pockets  ;  he  was  finally 
seen  fleeing  coatless  down  a  back  street,  after 
having  furnished  infinite  sport  to  the  Philistine 
crowd. 

The  balcony  was  now  cleared,  and  the 
crowd  centred  itself  closely  about  a  carriage 
waiting  at  the  principal  door  of  the  town-hall, 
and  removed  the  astonished  horses  decked 
with  light  blue  favours  from  the  traces  ;  this 
was  the  moment  for  another  carriage,  bearing 
dark  favours  and  standing  at  a  door  in  a  side 
street,  to  take  up  a  gentleman  whose  smile 
was  rather  forced,  and  bear  him  swiftly  away. 
A  great  deep  cheer,  such  a  sound  as  comes 
only  from  broad-chested  Englishmen,  now 
rose  with  gathering  intensity  like  the  rising 
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thunder  of  a  leatrue-loiiL^  breaker  and  almost 
silenced  the  clashing  bells,  which  were  firing 
their  sonorous  salutes  ;  the  windows  became 
white  with  the  flutter  of  ladies'  handkerchiefs  ; 
the  crowd  exhibited  severer  signs  of  de- 
mentia, and  then  a  sliLdit  iig-ure  issued  hat  in 
hand  from  the  hall  and  took  his  seat  in  the 
carriage,  followed  by  three  taller  and  broader 
men,  all  wearing  the  triumphant  light  favours. 
Then  the  carriage  moved  slowly  on,  pulled 
and  pushed  by  strong-armed,  loud-voiced 
citizens,  few  of  whom  had  any  direct  influence 
on  the  election ;  bouquets  fell  into  it  from 
ladies'  hands  ;  a  citizen,  unduly  influenced 
bv  beer,  staggered  forwards  and  shook  a 
devious  fist  in  the  faces  of  the  gentlemen 
in  the  carriage,  thicklv  shouting  "  Stuart 
for  ever ! "  and  then  fell  into  the  arms  of 
a  policeman,  where  he  wept  and  told  the 
policeman  he  loved  him  like  a  brother, 
and,  amid  shouts  of  '^  liickman  for  ever  I" 
declarations  of  the  triumphant  majority 
and  exultant  cheers,  the  cnrriage,  folloved 
bv  the  haht-favoured  band,  wedged  its  wav 
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througli  the   square  and  moved  up  the  prin- 
cipal street. 

The  Chinaman  and  the  Arab  would  have 
been  gratified  by  the  sight  of  one  sane  and 
calm  person  in  the  midst  of  this  strange  mad- 
ness, namely  the  central  figure  of  all  the 
tumult,  who  sat  serenely  observing  every- 
thing, with  the  declining  sun  firing  his  fair 
hair,  and  a  very  slight  expression  of  disdain 
upon  his  thoughtful  and  resolute  face,  which 
was  pale  with  the  fatigue  of  the  last  few 
weeks,  but  the  habitual  look  of  power  and 
purpose  on  which  was  undisturbed  by  any 
sign  of  excitement  or  triumph. 

"It  is  the  first  step,"  he  thought  to  himself; 
yet  he  was  constrained  to  confess,  that 
although  it  was  a  fine  thing  for  a  young 
provincial  attorney  of  no  particular  family 
or  local  influence  to  be  returned  a  Liberal 
member  for  that  fine  old  Conservative  borough, 
the  first  Liberal  member  within  the  memory 
of  man,  it  was  a  very  long  way  from  ruling 
England  and  perhaps  the  world,  which  latter 
would   need    some    slidit    alterations   before 
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beino^  ruled  bv  Eiif^land.  But  "  the  rest  ^vill 
follow,"  Gervase  thought,  knowin££  that  almost 
anything  is  possible  to  a  born  ruler  with  a 
fixed  purpose  and  resolute  will.  Mrs.  Walter 
Annesley,  leaning  from  her  open  window  to 
throw  him  a  bouquet  bound  with  his  colours, 
and  receive  his  deferential  salute,  felt  a  thrill 
of  pride  when  she  looked  upon  the  pale 
intellectual  face,  so  self-contained  and  calm 
amid  the  mad  tumult  ;  and  when  she  con- 
trasted the  expression  of  his  countenance 
with  that  of  his  supporters  in  the  carriage, 
two  of  whom  were  well-known  public  men, 
and  all  of  whom  were  flushed  with  excitement 
at  this  unexpected  accession  to  their  party, 
she  echoed  Qer vase's  thouo-ht,  "  the  rest  will 
follow."  She  knew  too  that  these  men,  with 
whom  Gervase  had  been  actively  working  for 
some  time  before  he  stood  for  the  borouo'h, 
expected  a  great  deal  to  follow  from  talents 
such  as  his.  Gervase  was  in  some  sort  her 
own  creation ;  she  had  ^iyqh  him  sub- 
stantial  aid ;  and  it  was  she  who  had 
introduced    him    to    the    Liberal    ex-Cabinet 
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Minister  who  would  not  fail  to  see  that  powers 
so  exceptional  as  his  should  be  put  to  good 
use.  Through  Gervase,  life  had  acquired  a 
fresh  interest  for  Mrs.  Annesley ;  his  career 
would  feed  the  pride  which  had  been  so 
cruelly  crushed  by  her  son's  untimely  death. 

At  this  moment  Gervase  smiled,  for  his 
observant  eye  caught  a  glimpse  of  Dr.  Davis, 
that  worthy  alderman  and  ex-mayor,  that  staid 
and  important  medical  gentleman  and  acknow- 
ledged leading  practitioner,  being  hustled  and 
bonneted,  and  laying  about  him  manfully  in 
defence  of  his  dark  favours,  which  the 
triumphant  Eadicals  were  trying  to  snatch. 
A  little  farther  on,  that  discreet  and  learned 
limb  of  the  law,  Mr.  Pergament,  was 
ignominiously  bolting  down  a  side  street 
and  vanishino'  into  the  darkness  of  a  friendlv 
passage,  the  door  of  which  opened  for  him, 
and  Mr.  Daish,  Eickman's  own  partner,  arm- 
in-arm  with  Mr.  Dates,  the  grocer,  was 
marching  along  in  triumph,  colours  flying, 
and  uttering  spasmodic  cries  of  "Eickman 
for  ever  !     Hurrah  !  " 
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Gervase  wondered  if  any  other  influence 
save  that  of  strong  drink  would  have  power 
thus  to  move  these  grave  sons  of  civiUzation 
from  their  wonted  decorum,  and  mused  deeply 
on  the  eccentricities  of  the  national  tempera- 
ment, so  ponderously  and  immovably  solemn, 
and  vet  on  occasion  so  absurdlv  bovish  and 
capable  of  rollicking  fun.  Here  was  a  quiet 
little  town,  full  of  sad-faced  shopkeepers  and 
stolid  workiniT-men,  cfoinc^  stark  mad  because 
somebody  was  about  to  represent  some  of  them 
— a  very  small  proportion — in  Parliament. 
It  amused  him  excessively  to  think  that  he 
was  supposed  to  represent  the  cumulative 
political  mind  of  such  a  set  of  simpletons. 
He  thought  what  humbug  representative 
government  was,  even  if  pushed  to  the 
loc^ical  fulness  of  universal  suffraiie.  The 
great  thimi  in  movinir  the  masses,  he 
reflected,  is  to  have  a  cry,  a  catchword, 
the  more  dubious  in  meanino-  the  better.  He 
had  seen  two  little  girls  slap  each  other's 
faces  because  one  was  for  Eickman  and  the 
other  for  Stuart.     The  crowd  surijine^  about 
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him  and  dragging  his  carriage  knew  and 
cared  httle  more  than  those  httle  maids  for 
the  meaning  of  the  cry,  most  of  them  had 
no  votes,  the  most  enthusiastic  were  the 
street  boys.  Some  voices,  it  is  true,  shouted 
"  the  baUot  "  and  "  extension  of  sufTracfe,"  but 
even  these  were  catchwords  for  the  most  part, 
caught  up  from  constant  iteration  in  recent 
speeches  and  newspapers.  So  it  was  and  so  it 
will  be.  The  cries  of  Guelf  and  Ghibelline  rent 
the  Italian  communities  of  the  Middle  Ages 
asunder,  and  one  of  the  factions  formed  by 
these  cries  was  itself  cut  into  Blacks  and 
Wliites  in  Florence  in  the  days  of  Dante, 
whose  life  was  soured  for  a  word's  sake. 
There  were  catchwords  in  the  olden  days 
of 

"  The  glory  that  was  Greece, 
And  the  grandeur  that  was  Rome." 

There  are  catchwords  in  the  youngest  colonies 
of  to-day,  and  he,  thought  the  new  member 
for  Medington,  who  knows  how  to  fasliion  and 
wield  catchwords  knows  how  to  rule  man- 
kind. 
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After  all,  what  are  catcliwords  but  im- 
perfect and  attenuated  symbols,  and  what  are 
symbols  but  bodies  to  the  souls  of  thoughts  ? 
Perhaps  even  worn-out  soul-vacated  symbols 
are  better  than  absolute  vacancy. 

Mr.  Eickman,  half-incredulous  of  his  senses, 
sat  with  Sibyl  at  a  window  looking  towards 
the  town-hall  and  heard  the  final  state  of  the 
poll  declared  ;  Sibyl  heard  it  with  less  surprise 
but  with  a  gladness  which  made  her  eyes 
brighter  than  ever ;  she  smiled  inwardly  at 
the  sight  of  her  brother's  triumph,  the  comic 
side  of  which  did  not  fail  to  appeal  to  her, 

Alice  had  refused  to  be  present,  and 
Gervase  had  thousfht  this  a  sfood  siern. 
Mrs.  Eickman  had  declined  going,  on  the 
ground  that  her  son's  possible  defeat  would 
be  too  serious  a  thing  to  learn  in  public, 
in  which  Alice  agreed  with  her ;  they 
stayed  at  home  to  console  each  other. 

In  those  days,  before  the  ballot  and  com- 
pulsory education  and  all  such  fine  recipes  for 
the  rec^eneration  of  mankind,  news  did  not  flv 
quite  so  fast  as  now  ;  people  were  not  on  such 
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familiar  terms  with  their  freshly- tamed  demon, 
electricity,  and  country  roads  were  not  cob- 
webbed  with  telegraph  wires.  I  think  nobody 
had  as  yet  thought  of  extending  and  multiply- 
ing the  plague  of  human  babble  and  other 
noises  by  means  of  wires  and  drums. 

Thus  people  in  Arden  were  ignorant  of  the 
result  of  the  great  political  battle  raging 
within  a  few  miles  of  them  ;  there  was  no 
cannon-thunder  to  come  booming  on  the 
wind  to  the  listening  ears  of  the  villagers ; 
the  nearest  approach  to  the  noise  of  fight 
was  the  faint  confused  swirl  of  the  Medington 
bells,  when  the  eddying  wind  rushed  up  the 
valley  and  over  the  downs  with  a  larger  sway, 
and  that  far-off  sound  merely  told  them  that 
the  battle  was  lost  and  won  as  most  battles 
are  ;  it  did  not  say  who  was  the  victor  in  the 
bloodless  fray.  Nevertheless,  Eaysli  Squire, 
with  a  large  dark  blue  and  crimson  favour 
pinned  with  ostentatious  profusion  upon  his 
jacket,  descended  early  in  the  afternoon  into 
the  village  for  news,  and  naturally  took  his 
wav  to  the  Golden  Horse,  which,  besides,  was 


16       THE  REPROACH  OF  AXNESLEY. 

tlie  first  house  in  the  street,  as  the  proper 
magazine  for  that  commodity.  But  the 
Golden  Horse  offered  absolutely  no  attrac- 
tions that  afternoon,  beyond  the  gross  and 
obvious  charms  of  potent  liquor ;  even  the 
landlord  was  absent,  and  the  landlady  was 
not  in  the  mood  for  social  intercourse. 

Just  opposite  the  Golden  Horse,  on  the 
same  side  of  the  hio'h  road  and  forminj:^  the 
other  corner  house  to  the  by-road  which  led 
past  the  parsonage  and  on  to  the  churchyard, 
stood  a  solid  stone  cottage,  so  old  that  it  had 
sunk  a  couple  of  feet  beneath  the  level  of  the 
high-road,  which,  perhaps,  when  new  it 
dominated  ;  like  the  leaders  of  thought,  who 
in  their  golden  prime  stand  above  mankind, 
but,  as  Time  rushes  on,  depositing  a  thick 
sediment  of  fresh  ideas,  sink  o'raduallv  into 
the  groove  of  old-fashioned  thinkers. 

This  sunken  condition,  though  inconvenient 
in  heavy  rains,  added,  in  Eaysh's  opinion,  to 
the  charm  of  the  cheery  little  home,  because 
it  enabled  one,  without  stirrino;  from  the  cosy 
ingle-nook,   to   see    over   the   flowers   in   the 
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window  the  lower  parts  of  everything  that 
passed,  thus  enabhng  a  person  of  imagination 
to  divine  the  whole,  and  preventing  small 
thinors  from  beinc^  overlooked,  and  here  he 
was  wont  to  spend  many  a  leisure  quarter  of 
an  hour  at  the  hearth  of  his  daughter,  who 
was  married  to  Joshua  Baker,  the  vicar's 
gardener,  and  had  more  than  once  conferred 
the  dignity  of  grandfather  upon  him. 

It  looked  specially  inviting  in  the  mild 
November  day ;  the  pear-tree  spread  over  the 
blank  gabled  wall  facing  the  inn,  though 
leafless,  was  yet  suggestive  of  mellow  fruitage, 
and  the  few  flowers  in  the  tiny  channel  be- 
tween the  bricked-up  road  and  the  windows, 
though  past  bloom,  were  still  cheerful ;  the 
geraniums  inside  the  diamonded  lattices  were 
glowing  with  scarlet  blossoms,  the  pale  sun- 
beams brouo'ht  out  warm  tints  in  the  stone 
and  thatch,  and  rosy-faced  Euth  stood  in  the 
doorway,  with  a  baby  in  her  arms  and  an 
infant  playing  on  the  dry  road  in  front  of  her, 
to  take  the  air  and  see  the  world. 

"A^^io's  in?"  she  asked,  moving  aside, 
VOL.  III.  37 
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while  Eaysli  descended  the  two  steps  and 
bowed  his  head  to  enter  the  low  doorway, 
which  admitted  at  once  to  the  dwelling-room, 
a  cosy  little  nest,  pervaded  by  the  vague 
odour  peculiar  to  country  cottages  and 
mellowed  rather  than  darkened  by  the  smoke 
of  years. 

"That's  just  what  I  was  agwine  to  ask," 
returned  Eaysh,  dropping  into  the  wooden 
arm-chair  fronting  the  window  and  tapping 
the  bowl  of  his  pipe  on  the  hearth,  on  which 
burnt  a  fire  of  wood  and  furze,  making  warm 
reflections  in  the  walnut  dresser  with  its 
shining  plates  and  cups,  and  on  the  tall  oak- 
cased  eight-day  clock  which  ticked  with  a 
familiar  home-like  sound  against  the  smoke- 
browned  wall.      "  Ain't  Josh  home  ?  " 

"  No ;  Josh  likes  to  see  what's  going  on. 
You  may  be  bound  he  won't  start  home  till  he 
knows  who's  got  in." 

Then  Eaysli  informed  his  daughter  that  a 
person  from  Medington  passing  througli 
Arden  at  midday  had  declared  the  state  of 
the  poll  to  show   a   majority   for   Eickman. 
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"'Twas  a  Liberal  lie,"  lie  commented,  not 
intending  any  double  meaning.  "They 
tliinks  if  only  they  lies  hard  enough,  'twill 
hearten  up  'tothers  to  vote  on  the  winnino- 
side." 

"  I  wish  Josh  wouldn't  bide  in  Medin^rton  " 
returned  Euth,  whose  politics  were  of  a 
purely  personal  cast.  "  I  can't  abide  these 
lections ;  they're  nothing  but  drink  and 
broken  heads,  so  fur  as  I  can  make  out,  and 
family  men  are  better  out  of  them." 

"It  takes  a  powerful  mind  to  see  into 
politics,"  observed  Eaysli ;  "  politics  is  be- 
yond women.  For  why  ?  A  woman's  mind 
is  made  to  hold  indoor  thinsfs ;  'taint  bisf 
enough  for  outdoor.'' 

Euth  reflected  on  this  remark  in  silence, 
while  she  laid  her  baby  in  the  cradle  and 
called  the  elder  child  in  by  the  fire,  where  it 
babbled  happily  to  itself. 

"  Wliat  has  politics  to  do  with  Mr.  Ger- 
vase  getting  in  ? "  she  asked  at  length. 
"  Many's  the  time  I've  asked  Josh  what 
politics  is,  and  all  he  can  say  is,   '  it's  what 

37* 
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the  women  can't  understand,'  There  must  be 
a  power  of  pohtics  in  the  world,  for  there's  a 
many  things  I  can't  understand." 

"  Understanding,"  continued  Eaysh,  "  aint 
expected  of  women.  They  talks  over  much 
aready  without  understanding,  and  the  Lard 
only  knows  where  their  tongues  would  be  if 
they'd  a  got  summat  to  talk  about !  There's 
mercy  in  the  way  a  ooman's  made  after  all, 
Euth.  Politics  now  is  a  mazing  subject ;  it 
makes  the  men  talk  pretty  nigh  so  fast  as  the 
women.  I've  a  yeared  em  say  these  yer 
members  '11  talk  two  hours  at  a  stretch  in 
Parlyment  ;  some  on  em  '11  goo  on  vur  dree 
or  vour  hours  when  they  be  wound  up. 
They  does  nothing  but  talk,  so  vur  as  I  can 
zee — a  talky  traade  is  politics,  a  talky 
traade." 

"  I  haven't  anything  agen  the  talk,"  re- 
plied Euth,  "  it's  the  drink  and  the  broken 
heads  I  can't  abide.  There !  it's  o'one  four 
and  the  bit  of  dinner  done  to  death  aready. 
One  side  is  as  bad  as  the  other,  so  fur  as  I  can 
see. 
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"  You  caiiit  see  fur,  Eutli ;  you  aint  made 
to,  and  you  med  war'nt  wlienever  a  ooman 
tries  to  look  furder  than  Providence  meant 
lier  to,  there's  mischief.  Taint  every  man 
can  zee  into  poHtics,  let  alone  a  female 
ooman.  Politics  has  two  zides.  One  zide's 
vur  keeping  what  we've  a -got,  'tother's  for 
drowing  of  it  all  away.  A  mis'able  mazing 
subjick  is  politics — mis'able  mazing,  to  be 
sure." 

"  I'm  sure  I  wish  they'd  keep  their  politics 
up  in  Parlyment,  and  not  bring  em  down  this 
country-side,  throwing  temptation  in  the  way 
of  steady  family  men  with  their  living  to 
get,"  said  Euth,  going  to  the  door  and 
once  more  looking  vainly  down  the  road 
for  the  truant  husband,  whose  dinner  was 
spoilt  now  beyond  remedy. 

"  Ay,  that's  the  way  with  the  women," 
continued  her  father  reflectively  ;  "  there  aint 
hroom  inside  of  em  vur  out- door  specu- 
lations. Their  minds  is  made  vur  to  hold 
vittles  and  clothes,  and  children  and  clan- 
ing   and  sickness.     I  'lows  there  aint  hroom 
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enough   inside    o  they  vur  mazing  subjecks 
like    pohtics.      But    there    aint   no    call   vor 
ee     to     hrun     out     agen     what    you     caint 
understand,  Euth.     Providence  have  a-made 
politics    vur     men-volks,     zo    as     they   med 
hae   zummat   to    talk    about    and   hrade   in 
the    newspapers    when    they've    done   work. 
Providence  have  a-made  politics  vur  gentle- 
volks   zo    as    they   med    hae    zummat   to   do 
when    they   baint   a  hunting   or   a  shooting. 
Whatever   would    c^entlevolks     do    if    thev'd 
hadn't   a    got    no    politics  ?      I   'lows    they'd 
pretty    nigh    fret    the    skin    off  their   boiins, 
they'd    be    that    dull   and   drug.     You  liaint 
no   call  to  hrun  out  agen  Providence,  Euth." 
Ea}^sli    sighed   with  a  pious  air,   and  shook 
his    head    over    his     dauoiiter's    errors,    the 
latter  hearino-  him  with   the  tolerant   reflec- 
tion    that    men-folk   would    have    their   say, 
and  it  mattered  little  what  they  said. 

The  western  sky  was  all  a-fire  with  crimson, 
melting  into  a  violet  zenith ;  delicate  opal- 
tinted  cloudlets  were  breaking  apart  over 
the   pale    blue   on    the    south   horizon,   and 


AN  ENGLISH  TRIUMPH.  23 

still  Joshua  had  not  returned.  The  little 
room  was  aglow  now  with  firelight,  and 
sent  warm  oieams  across  the  road  throu^^h 
the  diamond  lattice  and  the  open  door ; 
further  on  the  Golden  Horse's  bar-window 
cast  ruddy  beams  upon  the  sycamore  boles 
outside  ;  a  distant  glow  down  the  village 
revealed  the  forge,  where  the  clink,  clink, 
of  the  blacksmith's  hammer  made  cheery 
melody  to  the  burring  accompaniment  of 
bellows  and  flame  ;  a  faint  blue  mist  lay 
over  the  fields,  and  an  eddy  of  wind  sent 
the  dry  aromatic  leaves  hurrying  across 
the  road  as  if  driven  by  a  sudden  panic, 
like  those  souls  which  Dante  saw  driven 
confusedly  to  the  dark  waves  of  Acheron, 
where  the  grim  ferryman's  oar  chastised 
the  loiterers ;  then  the  eddy  turned  and  the 
panic  stricken  rush  of  the  leaves  changed 
to  a  light  aerial  dance,  joyous  and  grace- 
ful, till  the  dancers  dropped  in  the  dust  as 
if  with  sudden  weariness.  The  hands  of  the 
tall  clock  in  the  cottage  pointed  to  near  ^  / 
five  when  Mrs.  Rickman  was  returning'  with 
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Alice  Lingard  and  Hubert,  the  latter  very 
magnificent  in  the  Liberal  colours,  from  a 
walk  ;  lingering  every  now  and  then  to  talk 
to  a  cottager,  though  her  mind  was  far 
too  pre-occupied  with  the  one  subject  of 
Gervase's  election  for  her  discourse  to  be 
very  connected. 

"  Joshua  not  home  yet  ? "  she  asked, 
pausing  at  Euth's  door.  "  Well,  Eaysh, 
what  a  mild  evening !  No ;  we  have  heard 
nothing  yet.  Miss  Lingard  took  me  out  of 
the  wa}^  on  purpose.  We  don't  in  the  least 
expect  my  son  to  be  returned,  but  I  shall 
be  sorry  all  the  same,  and  bad  news  you 
know,  will  keep.*' 

This  Mrs.  Eickman  had  repeated  in  various 
different  ways  fifty  times  that  afternoon  to 
Alice,  who  took  a  more  sanauine  view  of 
the  question,  though  she,  too,  was  nervous. 
Mrs.  Eickman's  final  remark  had  been, 
"Whatever  we  do,  Alice,  we  must  not 
condole  with  him.  We  must  look  upon  the 
defeat  as  a  matter  of  course." 

But    they    had    not    been    seated    many 
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minutes  by  Eutli's  hearth,  when  a  heavy 
step  was  heard  upon  the  road,  and  Joshua 
himself,  unconscious  of  visitors,  stamped 
noisily  down  the  steps  and  on  to  the  sanded 
floor  crying,  "  Hooray  !  Eickman's  in  !  " 


CHAPTER   n. 

BY     THE     HEAKTH. 

Joshua  Baker  received  as  guerdon  for  his 
news  an  unexpected  five  shillings  from  Mrs. 
Eickman  and  an  expected  scolding  from 
Euth,  for  he  had  not  only  wasted  hours 
in  Medington,  but  had  evidently  been  in 
a  skirmish,  of  which  he  bore  the  proof  in 
rent  garments. 

"  Whatever  call  had  ye  for  to  cfo  fiofhtinjr 
when  you  knowed  Mr.  Eickman  was  in  ?  "  his 
wife  asked. 

"  Two  or  dree  was  laying  about  them," 
he  explained,  "  and  I  thought  I  med  so 
well  jine  in,"  an  explanation  that  did  not 
satisfy  Euth,  whose  feminine  mind  had  not 
room  in  it  to  admit  the  obvious  fact  that 
no   sensible  man  can  keep  still  when  there 
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is  good  fighting  to  be  had  for  nothing. 
But  these  confidences  took  place  after  the 
visitors  had  left  the  cottage,  which  they 
very  quickly  did,  walking  over  the  dry 
dead  leaves  lying  thickly  in  their  path, 
with  hearts  ready  to  dance  with  the  light- 
ness of  the  dancing  leaves. 

"  I  suppose  it  is  true,  Alice,"  said  Mrs. 
Eickman,  pausing  with  a  shock  of  mis- 
giving beneath  the  sycamores  and  looking 
dubiously  towards  Medington  at  the  crim- 
son western  sky,  which  glowed  through  the 
dark  elms,  the  delicate  leafless  branches  and 
tall  trunks  of  which  were  traced  blackly 
against  the  warm  colours.  Alice  laucfh- 
ingiy  re- assured  her,  and  they  hastened  up 
the  lane  to  the  Manor,  just  as  one  or  two 
liquid  stars  appeared  above  its  chimneys  in 
the  pale  green  sky. 

"It  is  surprising,"  Mrs.  Eickman  con- 
tinued, "  that  your  uncle  and  I  should  have 
two  such  clever  children.  To  be  sure  we 
had  only  two." 

"  Quality  is  better  than  quantity,"  replied 
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Alice,  wondering  if  Mrs.  Eickman  thought 
tliat  Gervase  and  Sibyl  inherited  the  con- 
centrated power  of  a  baker's  dozen  of 
children. 

"  I  believe  that  Sibyl  is  writing  a  book, 
Alice,"  Mrs.  Eickman  said  with  a  mysterious 
air,  as  they  reached  the  flight  of  steps 
leading  into  the  porch,  through  the  half-open 
door  of  which  a  warm  light  streamed.  "  Her 
father  says  that  she  is  capable  of  anything 
after  that  last  article  of  hers  on  compulsory 
education ;  though  I  daresay  Gervase  gave 
her  all  the  ideas,  if  he  did  not  write  half 
of  it.  And  now  I  should  like  to  see  him 
married  to  a  really  nice  girl  to  whom  I 
could  be  a  mother." 

"  So  should  I,"  returned  Alice  tranquill}' ; 
"  but  I  should  be  jealous  of  the  nice  girl, 
Aunt  Jenny ;  that  is  if  you  were  too  fond 
of  her. 

No  sooner  had  they  entered  the  hall  than 
all  the  servants  came  crowding  into  it,  with 
John  Nobbs,  the  bailiff  and  his  wife,  all  eager 
to  proclaim  the  good  tidings ;  and  scarcely 
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had  the  congratulations  and  comments  sub- 
sided, when  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door, 
and  Mr.  Eickman  and  Sibyl,  the  latter  radiant 
with  excitement,  sprang  out,  and  the  con- 
gratulations began  over  again ;  wine  was 
brought  and  the  new  member's  health  was 
enthusiastically  drunk. 

Alice  stood  a  little  apart,  with  Hubert  lying 
at  her  feet,  as  if  studying  the  scene  with 
interest,  and  looked  on  at  the  animated  group 
with  deeply  stirred  feelings,  in  which  warm 
affection  for  her  adopted  parents  and  Sibyl  pre- 
dominated. Her  lip  trembled,  and  tears,  which 
she  could  not  explain, dimmed  the  figures  stand- 
ing in  the  blaze  of  the  hearth  fire,  dimmed  the 
oak-panelled  walls,  full  of  mysterious  shadows, 
the  swinging  lamp  overhead,  the  glitter  of 
glasses,  and  the  decanter  from  which  Sibyl 
was  pouring  the  sparkling  wine  with  a  face 
infinitely  more  sparkling  ;  and  the  thought 
came  to  her  that  in  the  happiness  of  these 
people,  who  were  so  dear  to  her,  she  too 
misfht  find  a  little  gladness.  Yet  she  re- 
preached  herself  because    she  was  not   irlad 
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enough  and  did  not  overflow  with  high 
spirits  Hke  Sibyl,  forgetting  the  difference 
in  their  temperaments,  and  calling  herself 
selfish.  But  how  long  would  this  happiness 
last?  she  wondered,  thinking  of  Gervase's 
insatiable  ambition,  and  the  stormy  and  un- 
certain career  on  which  he  was  launched. 

She  was  nearer  the  door  than  the  others, 
and  the  pricking  of  Hubert's  ears  called  her 
attention  to  the  rumble  of  approaching 
wheels,  unheard  by  the  bacchanahan  group 
before  the  hearth,  and  so  it  happened  that 
she  went  to  the  door  and  opened  it  just  as 
Gervase's  carriage  drew  up,  and  the  first  thing 
he  saw  was  her  figure  in  the  arched  doorway 
traced  upon  the  glowing  light  from  within, 
with  the  watchful  Hubert  by  her  side,  decked 
with  his  colours. 

It  was  the  sweetest  moment  in  the  day  to 
him ;  in  a  moment  he  had  cleared  the  steps, 
and  was  standing  with  both  hands  clasped  in 
Alice's,  receiving  her  cordial  greeting,  "  Dear 
Gervase,  I  am  glad  !  I  think  we  have  all  lost 
our  senses  with  pleasure." 
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She  was  not  surprised  that  his  hands  trem- 
bled as  she  held  them,  or  that  they  retained 
their  pressure  long  after  she  had  relaxed  hers, 
or  that  he  did  not  speak  for  some  moments  in 
answer  to  the  congratulations  showered  upon 
him.  He  was  tired  and  excited,  overwrouc^ht 
with  the  tension  of  the  last  few  weeks ;  no 
wonder  he  was  not  quite  himself. 

Leaving  him  to  the  tender  mercies  of  his 
family,  she  went  herself  to  the  deserted 
kitchen  and  fetched  the  coffee  which  had 
been  made  ready  for  him,  and  administered 
it  before  any  one  else  had  time  to  think  of 
it,  with  the  observation  that  even  heroes  are 
mortal. 

"  One  might  think,"  observed  the  hero, 
after  gratefully  taking  the  coffee,  "  that  no- 
body ever  got  into  Parliament  before.  As  the 
Scotch  nurse  said  to  the  dying  woman,  '  Hech, 
hizzie,  dinna  mak  such  a  stour,  ye're  nae  the 
first  to  dee.'  Why,  even  Hubert  condescends 
to  notice  me." 

"  Since  mounting  your  colours  he  considers 
himself  a  politician,"  Alice  replied  ;  but  she 
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was  not  sure  that  Hubert's  glance  was  of  an 
entirely  friendly  nature,  for  thougli  he  went 
up  to  receive  the  offered  pat  on  the  head  with 
his  usual  stateliness,  the  white  of  his  eyes  was 
distinctly  visible. 

A  reaction  is  inevitable  after  excitement. 
The  family  party  after  dinner,  a  couple  of 
hours  later,  was  unusually  quiet.  They  were 
all  in  the  white  drawing-room,  one  window  of 
which  was  uncurtained  and  showed  the  quiet 
night  sky,  moonless  but  throbbing  with  the 
pale  brilliance  of  stars,  and  occasionally  ir- 
radiated by  the  flashing  trail  of  a  meteor. 
Alice,  seated  at  the  piano,  could  see  through 
this  window,  the  very  window  in  which  she 
was  sitting  when  Edward  Annesley,  himself  a 
meteor  flashing  through  the  peaceful  starlight 
of  her  youth,  first  saw  her.  She  was  playing 
soft  and  dreamy  music  of  her  own  imagining, 
as  she  so  frequently  did  when  seeking  to  ex- 
press her  feelings  ;  she  seemed  to  be  drawing 
the  inspiration  for  her  music  from  the  tranquil 
star-worlds  towards  which  her  face  was 
turned.     Sibyl  was  reclinino-  in  a  chair,  doin^ 
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notliing^  but  listen  to  Alice  and  stroke  the  cat 
upon  lier  knee,  to  tlie  anger  of  Hubert,  who 
was  observing  puss  with  one  eye,  as  he  lay  at 
his  mistress's  feet,  with  his  muzzle  on  his  fore- 
paws.  Mr.  Eickman  slept  audibly  in  his  chair 
on  one  side  of  the  hearth,  with  a  newspaper 
folded  on  his  knee.  Mrs.  Eickman  slum- 
bered peacefully  in  her  chair  on  the  other  side 
of  the  hearth :  the  future  ruler  of  Enaiand,  if 
not  the  world,  appeared  to  be  following  his 
parents'  example  in  the  corner  of  a  sofa,  but, 
though  his  eyes  seemed  to  be  closed,  they 
were  in  reality  as  watchful  as  Hubert's,  and 
were  aware  of  every  slight  movement  of 
Alice,  as  she  swayed  over  her  instrument 
making  music  and  looking  with  an  earnest 
gaze  at  the  starry  sky.  Every  curve  in  the 
graceful  form  traced  against  the  comparative 
darkness  of  window  and  skv,  everv  chano'e  in 
her  thoughtful  face,  and  every  note  that 
answered  the  touch  of  her  slender  skilful 
fingers,  stirred  the  depths  of  his  heart  with  an 
intensity  that  was  akin  to  pain.  She  was  not 
happy,  that  was  too  evident  ;  and  yet  it  was 
VOL.  III.  38 
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long  since  that  evening  on  the  down  when  he 
uttered  those  two  fateful  words,  "  Quite 
right  "  ;  summer  had  faded  and  bloomed  and 
faded  asfain  till  the  fourth  winter  from  that 
summer  was  upon  them.  Yet  in  all  that  time 
he  had  seen  no  change  in  the  sadness  which 
then  settled  upon  her,  nor  found  anything  to 
warrant  any  indulgence  of  his  hopes,  and 
during  that  lapse  of  time  Alice  had  scarcely 
seen  Edward  Annesley. 

y/hen  the  Annesleys  chanced  to  be  at 
Gledesworth  it  happened  that  Alice  was  not 
at  Arden  ;  she  was  more  often  away  from 
home  than  in  former  days.  Had  it  o-one  so 
hard  with  her  ?  Gervase  wondered,  did  she 
really  care  so  much  for  that  "  good-looking 
fool  ?  "  or  was  this  sadness  only  the  vague  un- 
rest of  a  woman  the  promise  of  whose  youth 
is  unfulfilled  ?  Sibyl  had  not  that  look  of  deep 
inward  sorrow. 

While  he  was  thus  observing  her  with  a 
yearning  gaze,  she  turned  her  head  from  the 
window  and  looked  towards  the  hearth, 
meetinsf  his  eye,  and  smiled  a  smile  of  perfect 


BY  THE   ITEAKTII.  35 

confidence  and  affection,  wliicli  transfigured 
her  face  and  stirred  liim  with  a  vague 
trouble. 

He  left  his  place  and  drew  a  chair  to  the 
piano,  on  which  she  continued  to  play.  "  I 
thought  I  had  caught  you  napping  for  once, 
Gervase,"  she  said. 

"  You  will  never  do  that,"  Sibyl  said,  look- 
ing up  from  the  cat  she  was  petting  and 
teasing,  "  he  is  the  proverbial  weasel.  I  mean 
to  hide  in  his  room  some  night  to  see  if  he 
ever  really  sleeps." 

"  The  world,"  he  replied,  "  belongs  to  the 
man  who  can  wake  longest.  '  Before  her  gate 
{i.e.  Honour's)  high  God  did  sweat  ordain 
And  wakeful  watches  ever  to  abide.'  Am  I 
quoting  rightl}^,  Sibyl  ?  " 

There  arose  a  dispute  about  the  quotation, 
the  music  died  away,  and  Sibyl  was  so  pro- 
vokingly  confident  that  the  lines  occurred  in 
a  sonnet,  while  Alice  was  as  firmly  convinced 
that  they  belonged  to  the  Faerie  Queene,  that 
Alice  left  the  room  for  the  purpose  of  fetching 
Spenser  from  his  bookshelf  in  proof. 
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"  People  ought  never  to  be  in  earnest  after 
dinner,  especially  when  everybody  is  tired," 
said  Sibyl  petulantly,  upsetting  the  cat,  and 
taking  Alice's  place  at  the  piano.  "  Earnest- 
ness is  Alice's  besetting  sin,  and  I  believe  it  is 
ruinincy  her  dio^estion." 

Sibyl  played  in  her  spasmodic  fashion 
snatches  from  different  composers,  for  she  had 
not  Alice's  sfraceful  gift  of  transmutino-  her 
own  fancies  into  music  as  they  arose ;  her 
parents  slept  on,  and  Gervase  gradually,  after 
a  fashion  of  his  own,  got  himself  from  a 
photograph  book,  to  a  picture  on  the  wall, 
and  thence  to  a  piece  of  bric-a-brac,  until  he 
reached  the  doorway,  through  which  he 
silently  disappeared.  Thus  when  Alice, 
having  verified  the  quotation,  issued  from 
the  bookroom  to  the  hall  with  her  heavy 
volume,  she  found  Gervase  standino-  before 
the  hearth,  gazing  thoughtfully  into  the  fire, 
which  was  getting  low. 

When  she  appeared,  he  kicked  a  log  into 
place,  thus  stirring  the  decaying  embers,  and 
making  some  fresh  wood  kindle. 
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"  Come,"  lie  said,  pointing  to  a  carved  oak 
settle ;  "  it  is  nice  liere,  quite  gem'dthlich,  and 
we  can  talk  at  our  ease." 

Alice  wondered  that  a  man  wlio  had  had 
such  a  surfeit  of  talk  during  the  last  few 
weeks  did  not  take  the  opportunity  of 
enjoying  a  little  silence,  but  took  her  place 
on  the  settle,  laying  the  great  book  on  the 
table,  and  told  him  about  the  Spenserian 
quotation,  while  he  knelt  on  one  knee  before 
the  hearth  and  plied  the  bellows,  with  the  air 
of  a  man  whose  fate  depended  upon  rousing 
a  cracklino'  flame  from  the  lo2^s. 

At  last  he  made  a  noble  fire,  the  brightness 
of  which  leapt  up  into  the  dark  beams  of  the 
ceiling,  danced  airily  over  the  black  panels, 
playing  at  hide  and  seek  with  the  lurking 
shadows  in  them,  and  quite  overpowering  the 
light  of  the  swinging  lamp.  Then  he  rose, 
and  stood  leaning  against  the  carved  chimney 
jamb,  looking  down  into  Alice's  face,  which 
was  irradiated  by  the  brilliant  blaze,  saving 
nothino-. 

She  spoke  of  the  times  when  their  favourite 
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winter  sport  was  making  the  hall  fire  burn, 
and  of  their  rivalries  and  quarrels  over  the 
bellows. 

"  Sometimes,"  she  said,  "  I  think  the 
pleasantest  thing  in  life  is  to  remember  what 
one  did  as  a  child.  But  none  of  us  could 
make  such  a  fire  as  you  could.  It  is  a  pity," 
she  concluded,  "  a  really  first-rate  career  as  a 
stoker  has  been  marred  for  the  sake  of " 

"  An  indifferent  one  in  politics,"  he  added. 
"  But  no,  Alice,  it  will  not  be  indifferent,  it 
will  and  must  be  brilliant,  and  I  shall  owe  it 
to  you  if  it  is." 

"  To  me  ?     Are  you  dreaming,  Gervase  ?  " 

"  No  ;  I  am  speaking  sober  truth.  No  one 
has  nursed  my  ambition  and  cherished  and 
developed  my  energies  as  you  have,  Alice. 
You  always  believed  in  me ;  you  have  been 
my  inspiration ;  but  for  3^ou  I  should  have 
dared  little  and  done  less.  You  would  never 
dream  what  you  are  to  me,  dearest." 

His  voice  quivered  a  little  and  lost  its  usual 
energetic  ring ;  it  touched  her  heart  and 
made  her  hesitate  to  reply.     ''  It  is  kind  of 
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YOU  to  say  that,"  slie  faltered  at  last,  "  I  have 
always  hoped  to  be  a  good  sister  to  you,  next 
to  Sibyl.  You  have  been  more  than  brother 
to  me." 

"1  am  iTiOYe  than  brother,"  he  replied,  in 
his  fuller  tones  ;  then  he  paused  a  moment. 
''  Alice,"  he  continued,  "  this  has  been  a 
fortunate  day  for  me,  marking  my  first  step 
in  public  life  ;  I  have,  as  you  know,  a  little 
superstition  about  lucky  days,  and  I  hope  this 
may  prove  fortunate  in  another  sense.  Public 
life,  power,  success,  all  these  do  not  fill  a 
man's  life.  There  are  deeper  things  that 
touch  him  nearer  home,  that  are  the  founda- 
tion upon  which  he  builds  the  superstructure 
of  active  life.  A  happy  domestic  centre  is 
a  necessity  to  one  who  is  to  do  good  work  in 
the  Y'orld.  Xothing  is  anv  2;Ood  to  a  man 
whose  heart  is  hollowed  out  by  unsatisfied 
yearnings  and  vain  hopes." 

Her  face  grew  graver  as  she  listened  to  the 
deepening  vibrations  in  the  mellow  voice, 
which  was  not  invariably  mellow,  but  some- 
times harsh  ;  and  her  heart  ached.    She  knew 
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what  was  coming  ;  the  old  trouble,  which  she 
thought  for  ever  at  rest,  was  starting  afresh 
into  life.  He  was  very  dear  to  her,  dearer 
than  she  thought,  and  the  prospect  of  having 
to  wound  him  in  an  hour  so  happy,  and  cast- 
ing such  a  cloud  over  his  first  triumph,  was 
inexpressibly  painful.  She  could  not  meet 
his  gaze  ;  she  averted  her  head  and  watched 
the  firelight  playing  over  a  panel  and  making 
the  suit  of  armour  in  front  of  it  stand  out 
oTim  and  full  of  hostile  sugorestion.     Hubert 

O  CO 

sat  up  with  his  head  just  above  her  knee,  and 
a  look  of  sympathy  in  his  eyes.  "  The  dog 
at  least  is  faithful  and  true,"  shot  across  her 
mind  with  no  apparent  relevance  ;  for  whom 
did  she  suspect  of  falsehood  ? 

"  Oh,  Gervase  !  "  she  exclaimed,  "  I  did  so 
trust  in  vour  brotherhood  !  I  thousfht  you 
had  kept  3'our  promise." 

"  I  did  keep  it  till  now — and  at  such  a  cost ! 
Can  you  think  what  it  must  be  to  live  in 
perpetual  warfare  with  oneself?  To  crush 
the  best  and  dearest  feelings  ?  Oh,  Alice ! 
have  I  not  tried  all  these  years  ?     Have  I  not 
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stood  by  ill  silence  and  seen  others  preferred  ? 
Did  I  not  see  your  trouble,  and  yet  was 
silent  ?  Did  I  ever  by  word  or  look  betray 
what  I  could  not  conquer  ?  I  have  often  said 
that  will  can  conquer  everything,  and  it  is 
true.  But  something  has  conquered  me,  it  is 
stronger  than  even  my  strong  will.  And 
unless  you  can  give  me  some  hope,  Alice, 
nothing  will  ever  be  any  good  to  me." 

"If  I  had  but  foreseen  this,"  she  replied, 
"I  would  have  gone  away;  I  would  never 
have  stayed  near  you  to  encourage  false 
hopes." 

"  Xot  false  ;  they  must  realize  themselves, 
beiiif?  so  stronor  and  invincible,"  he  returned 
in  a  tone  that  made  her  tremble  ;  for  it 
recalled  his  passionate  assertion  on  the  downs 
so  long  ago  that  he  would  win  her  in  spite  of 
herself.  And  all  things  seemed  to  conspire 
that  he  should  win  her.  A  remorseless  fate 
seemed  to  be  slowly  hedging  her  in  and 
driving  her  to  bay  ;  her  life  was  barren  and 
desolate,  her  will  in  comparison  with  that  of 
Gervase  was  as  silk  to  iron.     He  had  a  secret 
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mastery  over  her  which  sometimes  repelled 
her  when  she  felt  most  tenderly  towards  him, 
for  she  was  not  one  of  those  sim^ularlv  consti- 
tuted  women  who  like,  or  profess  to  like,  to 
have  a  master  ;  her  pride  and  self-respect 
revolted  at  the  notion  of  subjection.  AVhen- 
ever  she  was  conscious  of  this  masterv,  her 
heart  turned  from  him,  and  she  feared  him 
and  dreaded  her  own  weakness. 

Instantly  he  was  aware  of  the  change  his 
words  produced  in  her,  and  knew  he  had 
made  a  false  step,  on  which  he  hastened  to 
return  ;  he  saw  the  proud  blood  flash  to  her 
cheek  as  she  hardened  her  oraze  to  meet 
his. 

"  It  is  so  hard  to  have  no  hope,"  he  added, 
in  a  tone  that  at  once  disarmed  her.  "  Life 
is  new  to  you,  Alice,  fresh  interests  might 
still  arise  for  you — in  the  course  of  time.  I 
can  wait." 

She  said  nothino-  •  but  her  tears  fell.  Then 
he  told  her  how  he  had  tried,  and  tried  in 
vain,  to  conquer  his  feelings  through  all  these 
years,  and    spoke    of    the    exquisite    pain  of 


BY  THE  HEARTH.  43 

being  so  near  to  lier  and  yet  so  far  off,  of  tlie 
difficulty  of  tlie  part  lie  had  liad  to  play,  of 
seeing  her  suffer  and  being  impotent  to  help 
her.  He  spoke  of  their  years  of  affectionate 
intercourse,  of  his  parents'  wishes  and  of  the 
sorrow  they  would  feel  if  they  had  to  part 
with  her.  He  hinted  that  it  was  impossible 
during  the  hey-day  of  youth  to  live  always  in 
the  past,  that  it  was  well  sometimes  to  turn 
down  a  leaf  for  ever  in  the  book  of  life,  and 
begin  afresh  with  new  aims  and  hopes.  Life 
was  full  of  duty  and  responsibility,  and  to 
make  a  fellow-creature  happy  was  no  mean 
aim. 

She  believed  every  word  he  said,  and  her 
heart  bled  for  him.  He  believed  most  of  it 
himself ;  for  when  people  are  in  the  habit  of 
manipulating  statements  of  facts  to  suit  their 
own  purposes,  the  distinction  between  the 
actual  and  the  desirable  is  apt  to  grow  very 
shadowy,  and  to  deliver  a  round  unvarnished 
tale  becomes  a  Herculean  labour  of  the  first 
mao'nitude. 

But   she  could  only  tell  him,  as  gently  as 
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possible,  that  his  hopes  were  vain  ;    and  then 
they  were  interrupted. 

Gervase  was  not  sorry  for  the  interruption. 
He  thouo'ht  enouo-h  had  been  said  for  the 
time,  and  was  as  satisfied  as  it  is  possible  for 
a  man  who  is  very  much  in  love  to  be  on 
receivincr  a  direct  refusal.  This  refusal  was 
very  different  from  the  first ;  all  the  circum- 
stances in  Alice's  life  were  now  different  and 
more  in  his  favour.  When  they  went  up- 
stairs, he  sat  very  comfortably  before  the 
blaze  of  the  drawing-room  fire,  feeling  that 
things  were  advancing,  however  slowly. 
Chance  had  again  set  Alice  against  the  back- 
ground of  the  star-lit  sky.  He  looked  at  her 
pale  and  troubled  face,  and  saw  a  falling  star 
shoot  across  the  heavens  behind  her  at  the 
very  moment  when  his  heart  was  uttering 
the  passionate  wish  of  his  life.  The  star 
made  him  almost  certain  of  success  ;  he  asked 
Sibyl  if  she  had  seen  it  and  remembered  to 
wish,  and  set  Mr.  Eickman  off  upon  one  of 
his  interminable  monologues  on  shooting-stars 
and  the  various  superstitions  and  fancies  con- 
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nected  with  tlieiii,  thus  giving  himself  leisure 
to  be  silent  and  think  in  peace,  and  Alice 
space  to  recover  from  her  perturbation  un- 
observed. 

Alice    sat    long    by   her     fire    that   night, 
instead  of  going  to   bed  ;  she  was  too  much 
stirred  to   sleep,  and  was  a  prey  to  a  cease- 
less  whirl    of     thoughts     over     which     pre- 
dominated   the    foreboding    that     she    would 
ultimatel}'  marry  Gervase   in  spite  of  herself. 
She  thought  of  the  years  she  had  spent  under 
that  roof,  of   the    deep   ineradicable    feelings 
which  were  twined  about  the  familiar  trees, 
gables  and  garden  plots  of  Arden.     The  ver}' 
fio'ures  in  the  carved  oak  were  old   and  dear 
friends ;   no  place   could  ever  wear  the  same 
homelike    face    to    her.       She    had    always 
admired  Gervase's   talents,  done  homage    to 
the    energy    of    his    character,    and    felt    the 
charm  of  his  society.     But  in  the  last  year  or 
two    he  had  gradually  come   to  fill  a  larger 
space  in  her  life.     A  vague  unspoken  some- 
thing had  arisen   between  herself  and    Sibyl 
since    the    day  when   each   read  the    other's 
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secret,  the  complete  confidence  of  their  early- 
friendship  was  broken  by  the  reticence  that 
discovery  created  on  each  side  ;  though  their 
affection  was  not  diminished.  At  the  same 
time  the  bitter  sorrow  through  which  Alice 
had  passed  created  a  stronger  need  for  the 
healing  of  affectionate  intimacy,  and  she  un- 
consciously threw  herself  more  and  more  on 
Ger vase's  friendship. 

When  a  man  tells  a  woman  of  his  struggles 
and  difficulties,  it  is  not  only  a  sign  that  he 
has  a  very  deep  regard  for  her,  but  it  is  the 
surest  way  of  winning  her  heart.  This 
Gervase  knew.  He  believed  that  Othello 
would  have  sighed  in  vain,  but  for  the  happy 
instinct  which  made  him  relate  the  perilous 
adventures  w^hich  so  stirred  Desdemona's 
fancy  and  touched  her  heart ;  in  which  case 
she  might  have  escaped  suffocation  and  lived 
to  a  oTeen  old  ao'e :  while  but  for  similar 
narratives  on  the  part  of  -^Eneas,  Dido  of 
Carthage  would  never  have  mounted  the 
famous  pyre.  Therefore  he  fell  into  the  habit 
of  confiding  his  ambitions,  aims  and  struggles 
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to  Alice — with  a  certain  reserve,  of  course  ; 
for  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Desdemona 
was  in  a  position  to  compile  a  complete 
biography  of  Othello,  while  Dido  was  very  far 
from  knowing  the  whole  history  of  ^neas  ;  it 
is  even  possible  that  both  these  warriors,  like 
Gotlie,  may  have  mingled  a  little  Dichtung 
with  the  Wahrheit  out  of  their  lives,  it  is 
certain  that  Gervase  was  far  too  clever  not  to 
do  so.  Thus  Gervase  had  gradually  become 
dearer  to  Alice  :  he  made  her  life  sufferable 
in  the  heavy  sorrow  which  had  desolated  it. 

The  pale  resolute  face,  alive  with  intellect 
and  energy,  and  spiritualized  by  the  worthiest 
passion  he  had  known  ;  the  slight  but  strong 
figure,  imposing  though  small,  haunted  her,  and 
his  voice,  mellowed  and  deepened  by  feeling, 
rang  in  her  ears.  Most  great  men  have  been 
small,  she  remembered,  and  only  men  with 
voices  of  a  certain  power  can  directly 
influence  democratic  communities.  Oua'ht 
she  to  mar  the  splendid  career  before  him  for 
the  sake  of  her  own  feelings  ?  What  had  she 
to  live  for  but  the  welfare  of  that  family  ? 
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Then  there  came  a  sudden  warmth  about 
her  heart  and  she  seemed  to  see  the  face  of 
Edward  Annesle}^,  aglow  with  the  "  sweet  and 
sudden  passion  of  youth,"  as  she  had  first  seen 
it  with  a  kind  of  passionate  surprise,  when  she 
looked  up  from  her  spring  flowers  and  felt 
the  spring-time  of  life  stirred  within  her. 

She  could  never  forget  that ;  even  the 
crime  which  set  their  lives  asunder  could  not 
quench  the  love  which  was  kindled  in  the 
days  of  innocence.  It  would  be  a  sin  to 
marry  one  man  when  she  felt  this  for 
another. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

SIBYL. 

Next  morning  the  new  member  for  Meding- 
ton,  who  only  allowed  himself  the  solace  of 
one  night  at  Arden  in  recompense  for  the 
labours  of  the  few  weeks  preceding  his 
election,  left  early  and  did  not  see  Alice 
again  for  some  time,  except  occasionally  in 
the  presence  of  others. 

Although  Parliament  was  prorogued  until 
February,  he  had  a  great  deal  of  political 
business  on  hand  that  winter ;  his  fluent  and 
flashy  rhetoric  being  in  great  request  at  one 
or  two  bye-elections  and  club-meetings, 
whither  he  went  at  the  instance  of  the  ex- 
Minister  and  party  chief  to  whom  Mrs.  Walter 
Annesley  had  introduced  him,  and  who 
wished  to  make  all  the  possible  use  of  so 
VOL.  III.  39 
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keen  and  delicate   an  instrument  as  that  lie 
had  lighted  upon  in  Gervase  Eickman. 

But  Gervase  wrote  frequently  to  Alice ; 
charming  letters,  full  of  pungent  reflections  on 
the  scenes  and  men  which  passed  before  him, 
full  of  personal  confidences  and  kindly  jests, 
and  not  too  affectionate.  He  knew  better 
than  to  reopen  the  question  of  marriage,  and 
only  occasionally  alluded  to  hopes  which  lay 
in  the  future,  and  feelings  which  might 
never  be  gratified.  He  had  made  the  im- 
portant step  of  prevailing  on  her  to  enter- 
tain the  idea  of  marrying  him,  he  wisely 
left  that  idea  to  germinate  silently  withhi 
her  mind.  Impulsive,  warm-hearted  Sibyl 
had  often  been  lau^iied  at  as  a  child 
for  digging  up  her  flower-seeds  to  see  how 
they  were  growing  ;  but  Ger  vase's  seeds  had 
always  been  left  undisturbed  beneath  the  dark 
mould  to  fulfil  their  inevitable  destiny,  and 
at  the  same  time  had  enjoyed  more  syste- 
matic watering  and  weeding  than  Sibyl's. 

Mrs.  Eickman   now  spoke  to  Alice  of  her 
wishes,  which,    of  course   were   moulded   on 
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her  son's,  and  even  Mr.  Eickman  withdrew 
his  mind  for  a  brief  space  from  the  contem- 
plation of  scientific  facts  and  the  formulating 
of  all  sorts  of  theories,  to  tell  Alice  how 
happy  she  would  make  the  evening  of  his  life 
if  she  would  marry  his  only  son.  Alice 
assured  them  that  she  would  certainly  marry 
no  one  else,  and  would  not  leave  them 
unless  they  drove  her  forth  on  the  advent  of 
a  more  suitable  daug;hter-in-law.  Even  Mrs. 
Walter  Annesley  arrayed  herself  on  Gervase's 
side,  and  went  so  far  as  to  hint  to  Alice 
that  moral  suttee  could  scarcely  be  expected 
even  of  a  young  woman  who  might  have 
married  her  son,  especially  when  there  was  a 
chance  of  sharing;  and  stimulatino-  a  career 
so  brilliant  as  that  of  Gervase  promised  to 
be.  A  sort  of  paralysis  of  the  will  crept 
upon  Alice  under  all  this  ;  she  felt  the  iron 
power  of  a  destiny  which  seemed  to  be 
closing  her  in  on  every  side,  and  all  she 
could  do  was  to  pray  for  strength  to 
do    what    would    work    for   the   happiness   of 

others. 
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Then  something  occurred  which  powerfully 
stimulated  her  halting  purpose. 

The  Annesleys  did  not  return  to  Gledes- 
worth  after  the  winter  abroad  which  Edward 
had  proposed  as  a  temporary  change.  Their 
experience  of  living  at  Coventry  in  a  country- 
house  was  too  grey  when  contrasted  with  the 
vivid  glow  of  Continental  travel  (not  then  so 
common  as  now)  ;  the  girls  acquired  the 
habits  of  English  Bedouins,  and  were  seized 
by  the  strange  fascination  of  a  wealthy 
nomadic  existence  in  those  sunny  countries 
which  not  only  teem  with  historic  association, 
but  are  the  homes  of  art.  Therefore  they 
only  returned  to  England  for  an  occasional 
visit  to  London. 

But  Edward  Annesley  made  it  a  duty  to 
visit  Gledesworth  from  time  to  time  and  see 
personally  into  the  affairs  of  the  property, 
though  he  was  not  recognized  by  the  landed 
gentry,  or  either  asked  or  permitted  to 
perform  any  of  those  genial  public  duties 
which  belong  to  that  class.  The  cloud 
upon  his  name  grew  darker  with  time,  but  he 
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continued  to  maintain  that  time  ^vould  finally 
dissipate  it.  His  manner  changed  totally 
during  this  period  ;  he  became  reserved, 
cold,  taciturn  and  gloomy.  All  this 
did  not  tend  to  soften  his  painful  position 
among  his  brother  -  officers,  who  did  not 
recognize  his  existence  more  than  they  were 
obliged  by  their  unwritten  code  of  etiquette. 
His  next  brother,  \Yilfrid,  also  a  military  man, 
a  Eoyal  Engineer,  implored  him  to  leave  the 
service  for  his  own  sake,  but  in  vain.  He 
replied  that  the  army  was  his  chosen  pro- 
fession, and  that  he  intended  to  stick  to  his 
colours,  and  serve  his  countrv  while  he  could  ; 
he  was  not  to  be  driven  away  by  the  clatter 
of  a  few  venomous  tongues,  whose  venom  he 
would  justify  by  yielding.  Then  he  invented 
a  gun,  and  was  not  without  hope  that  it 
would  one  day  be  adopted  by  the  authorities. 
At  this  time  he  looked  as  grim  and  aggressive 
as  his  own  gun. 

Yet  there  was  one  in  whose  presence  his 
face  brightened  and  his  tongue  was  unloosed, 
and  that  one  was  Sibvl  Eickman.     She  some- 
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times  visited  the  Annesleys  in  tlieir  foreign 
haunts,  and  Edward  usually  made  his  visits  coin- 
cide with  hers.  When  he  paid  his  brief  visits 
to  Gledesworth  he  always  went  to  the  Manor, 
and  whether  by  chance  or  purpose,  it  often 
befell  that  Sibjd  was  at  home  and  Alice 
absent  at  these  times.  One  day  Gervase 
suddenly  told  him  that  he  could  not  have 
his  sister's  affections  trifled  with  any  longer, 
and  that  in  fact  if  he  had  no  intentions  he 
must  be  off  at  once.  Edward  was  indimant 
at  the  supposition  that  Sibyl's  affections  had 
been  touched,  much  less  trifled  with  ;  but 
Gervase  pointed  out  to  him  that  the  world's 
opinion  was  on  his  side,  and  that  Paul 
Annesley  was  not  the  only  person  to  suppose 
him  to  be  smitten  with  Sibyl  at  his  first  visit 
to  the  Manor ;  that  he  had  been  taken  in 
himself,  and  so  undoubtedly  had  Sibyl. 
Gervase  had  always  supposed,  he  said,  that 
having  thoughtlessly  used  Sibyl  as  a  blind 
before  Paul's  death,  Edward's  subsequent 
attentions  had  been  deliberate,  else  he  would 
never  for  a  moment  have  tolerated  them 
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From  hot  indignation  Edward  passed  to 
cool  reflection,  and  from  hoping  that  Sibyl 
had  never  thought  seriously  of  him,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  the  notion  that  to  win  such  a 
heart  as  hers  would  make  life  liveable  once 
more.  Gervase,  with  his  accustomed  dis- 
cretion, had  left  him  to  digest  these  unwel- 
come observations  the  moment  he  had 
delivered  himself  of  them,  rightly  divining 
that  he  had  cast  his  handful  of  seed  in  a  good 
soil. 

Edward  had  from  the  first  recognized 
Sibyl's  charm  and  appreciated  her  guileless 
character  and  bright  wit,  and  the  more  he 
thought  of  her  the  better  he  liked  her,  and 
the  more  he  pondered,  by  the  light  of 
memory,  on  Gervase's  hints  as  to  her 
probable  view  of  the  relations  between 
them,  the  more  plausible  did  they  appear 
to  him.  It  was  but  just  to  Wilfrid  to  marry 
before  the  latter  had  built  any  decided 
expectations   on  his  celibacy. 

All  good  men  like  the  idea  of  marriage  in 
the  abstract,  it  is  only  bad  fellows  who  look 
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with  a  cynical  and  incredulous  eye  upon 
wedded  bliss  (for  which  they  are  obviously 
unfit)  ;  Edward  Annesley  was  no  exception 
to  this  rule,  knowing  from  his  observation  of 
mankind  that  the  human  male  is  vastly  im- 
proved by  being  brought  into  proper  subjec- 
tion and  tamed  to  the  female  hand. 

Therefore  with  renewed  hope  he  once  more 
set  forth  in  search  of  a  wife. 

It  was  on  a  cold  Christmas  Eve,  the  ponds 
were  frozen  and  unspoilt  by  snow  ;  Sibyl, 
who  skated  well,  had  met  him  more  than  once 
on  the  ice,  and  his  hopes  had  been  stimulated 
during  the  courses  they  had  made  together 
hand-in-hand,  to  the  admiration  of  all  be- 
holders ;  for  Sibyl  looked  so  happy  and  so 
pretty  while  skating,  that  it  was  enough  to 
make  an  old  man  and  even  an  old  woman 
young  to  look  at  her. 

Alice  and  Sibvl  were  busv  decoratinc^  the 
church  that  winter  afternoon  when  Edward 
Annesley  arrived  at  Arden.  He  soon  made 
his  way  to  the  church  and  looked  into  the 
hoary  interior,  where  the  gloom  was  intensi- 
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Qed  by  tlie  dim  ray  of  a  candle  or  two,  and 
Avliere  the  air  was  aromatic  with  iir  and  bay, 
and  saw  the  two  girls,  with  some  more  young 
peojDle,  intent  on  hammering  up  wreaths.  He 
soon  joined  them  and  held  hammers  and 
handed  wreaths  about  ;  till  Sibyl  left  them  to 
go  to-  the  belfry,  where  the  despotic  Eaysli 
had  compelled  them  to  keep  their  material,  in 
search  of  fresh  wreaths.  Presently  he  fol- 
lowed her,  unobserved  except  by  Eaysh. 
Alice,  at  whose  bidding  Sibyl  had  gone,  grow- 
inof  tired  of  waitinsf,  after  a  time  went  to 
remonstrate  at  havinc^  to  work  sinode-handed. 
But  Eaysh,  seeing  her  approach,  waved  her 
back  from  the  belfry-door,  which  stood  ajar, 
with  a  mysterious  air. 

"  I  'lows  there  baint  hroom  for  me  and  you 
in  there,"  he  said ;  "  coorten,"  he  added, 
confidentially. 

Then  the  situation  became  clear  to  her  ; 
she  could  see  the  two  figures  in  the  light 
beyond  the  crack  of  the  door,  talking  ear- 
nestly and  apparently  ot)livious  of  everything 
around  them.     The  evergreens  were  piled  up 
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inconveniently  round  tliem  in  obedience 
to  tlie  dictum  of  Eaysli ;  "I  caint  hae  my 
church  messed  up  by  this  yer  nonsense," 
he  had  grumbled,  lamenting  the  days  when 
he  alone  adorned  the  church,  and  made 
it  look  "  cheer  fuller  and  more  Christmas- 
like  "  by  sticking  a  large  bough  of  hoUy  in 
every  pew,  till  it  looked  like  Birnam 
wood  marching  up  for  devotion  instead  of 
retribution. 

She  had  seen  Edward  and  Sibyl  skating 
together  the  day  before,  w^hen  she  drove  to 
the  ice  to  fetch  Sibyl  home,  and  had  heard 
people's  comments  on  them  with  an  incre- 
dulous ear,  but  now  she  was  fully  enlight- 
ened. 

She  quickly  silenced  Ea^^sh,  and  then 
turned  back  beneath  the  dim,  cold  arches 
with  a  singing  in  her  ears,  and  a  fierce,  hot 
surge  of  passion  which  surely  could  not  be 
that  dark  and  dismal  thing,  jealousy,  in  her 
heart,  and  applied  herself  with  fierce  dili- 
gence to  nailing  up  the  red-berried  holly, 
taking  a  perverse   pleasure  in  pricking  her 
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hands  till  they  bled,  and  driving  in  the  nails 
with  an  energy  that  made  Eaysh  use  strong 
lanoTiasfe  when  he  took  them  out  af^ain. 
Never  had  such  strange  and  bitter  feelings 
possessed  her  before,  she  did  not  know  her- 
self, surely  her  guardian  angel  would  not 
have  known  her  that  day.  Does  it  need  but 
some  momentary  touch  like  this,  she  won- 
dered, to  change  the  current  of  a  character 
and  turn  lio'ht  into  darkness  ?  But  a  few 
years  ago  in  that  very  church  she  had  met 
the  summer  dawn  with  such  liiodi  resolves  and 
feelings  so  different. 

Her  companions  spoke  to  her,  and  she 
answered  them  like  one  who  wanders  in 
sleep  ;  the  dim  and  darkening  church  seemed 
unreal  as  the  architecture  of  dreams  ;  its 
trooping  shadows  and  flickering  spots  of  light 
oppressed  her  and  added  to  the  confusion 
which  throbbed  within  and  nearly  stifled  her. 
Her  life  seemed  to  depend  on  the  energy 
with  which  she  moved  and  worked  ;  did 
she  but  pause  an  instant  to  think,  she  would 
be   undone.      And  was    it    trulv  Sibvl  who 
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awakened  such  anger  and  scorn  in  the  heart 
which  loved  her  ?  And  was  it  true  that  Alice 
once  actually  loved  that  shallow  man,  who 
was  filling  the  measure  of  his  faults  by 
proving  a  triiler,  a  light  of  love,  and  a 
traitor  ? 

It  was  only  when  she  had  exhausted  her 
energies  and  torn  her  hands  in  finishing  her 
task  that  better  and  more  rational  feelings 
came.  After  all,  she  mused,  might  this  not 
be  the  best  thing  for  both  ?  Sibyl  believed 
in  him ;  who  could  tell  what  a  purifying  and 
ennobling  influence  her  perfect  trust  and 
innocent  love  might  have  upon  him  ?  Sibyl 
might  still  be  happy  with  him,  being  blind. 
So  she  brought  herself  to  think  after  painful 
wrestling. 

"  Sibyl,"  Edward  began  without  hesitation, 
when  they  were  alone  in  the  belfry,  "  we  have 
been  friends  for  a  long  time,  and  you  are 
more  dear   to  me   every  day,  and  I  think — 

I  hope  —  you  care  for  me "    here    he 

paused,  expecting  a  reply,  which  naturally 
was    not   forthcomino'.       "Will    vou   marrv 
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me  ? "     he    added,     in     his     straightforward 
fashion. 

Sibyl  had  looked  up  with  her  usual  frank 
smile,  when  he  entered,  and  went  on  unsus- 
piciously twining  her  ivy  leaves,  but  when  he 
spoke,  her  heart  gave  a  great  leap,  all  the 
blood  flushed  up  into  her  face,  and  the  belfry 
seemed  to  spin  round  and  shake  the  great 
bells  above  her  head.  Something  rose  in  her 
throat  and  choked  her ;  she  crrew  cold  all  of 
a  sudden  and  looked  with  wistful  inquiry  into 
his  face,  which  was  earnest  and  eloquent  with 
warm  feeling^.  Then  she  looked  down,  and 
he  waited  in  vain  for  her  answer,  thinking 
hers  one  of  the  sweetest  faces  that  was  ever 
seen,  and  went  on  to  his  downright  question, 
to  which  she  immediately  answered  "  No." 

"  No,"  he  echoed,  somewhat  taken  aback  by 
this  plump  and  plain  negative,  "  and  I  thought 
once — that  you  seemed  to  care  for  me." 

Sibyl  smiled,  and  he  seemed  to  see  Yiola 
again, 

"  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  house, 
And  vet — I  know  not." 
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"  Once,"  she  said,  "  I  was  in  love  with  you. 
When  I  was  a  httle,  naughty  girl.  You  were 
such  a  pretty  boy  and  always  hit  everything 
you  threw  stones  at.  And  you  didn't  mind 
being  teased  like  poor  Paul.  You  should 
have  asked  me  then." 

"  But  I  had  not  sense  enousfh  then.  I 
know  that  you  believe  in  me,  vou  told  me  so 
once." 

"  And  I  will  tell  you  so  again  if  you  like 
to  hear  it,"  she  replied,  in  her  bright 
impetuous  wa3\ 

"  Thank  3^ou.  You  are  the  very  sweetest  little 
thing  on  the  face  of  this  perverse  earth  !  But 
won't  you  have  me  ?  Somehow  it  strikes  me 
that  we  should  e^et  on  well  tosfether  and 
make  a  pleasant-going  sort  of  couple.  You 
scold  so  charmingly."  Then  it  was  that 
Edward  took  her  hands  and  looked  down,  too 
confidently,  into  the  sweet  face,  which  was 
tender,  sad  and  playful  all  at  once. 

"  It  strikes  me  that  we  shall  do  nothinc^  of  the 
kind,"  she  replied,  withdrawing  her  hands 
with   some    indignation.     "  You     don't   love 
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me,"  she  added  with  a  seriousness  touched 
with  reproach. 

"Indeed  I  do." 

"No,  indeed  3'ou  don't.  You  love  some- 
body else.  You  have  loved  her  for  years  and 
will  love  her  for  ever.  And  you  ought  to, 
for  she  is  the  dearest  creature  in  the  world." 

"  But  she  won't  have  me." 

"Won't  she?  Try  again.  Wait.  She  is 
worth  it." 

"  No,  Sibyl,  that  chapter  is  closed.  It  is 
quite  true  that  I  shall  never  feel  again  as  I 
did  for  her,  never.  But  past  is  past.  One 
can't  live  backwards.  One  has  to  go  on. 
You  and  I  have  always  been  such  friends  ; 
let  us  be  more.  You  might  make  me  happy, 
and  I  would  try  to  be  good  to  you." 

He  had  taken  her  hand  and  led  her  forth 
from  the  darkeninsf  chamber  beneath  the 
bells,  into  the  warm  crimson  glow  of  the 
frosty  sunset,  and  now  they  slowly  paced  the 
hard  footpath  among  the  graves,  until  they 
reached  the  meadow  above  and  beyond  the 
churchyard,  where   the  leafless   elms  made  a 
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fine  black  tracery  on  the  deep  orange  sky 
above  tliem. 

"  Oil !  what  th'esome,  clumsy,  stupid  things 
these  men  are  !  "  exclaimed  Sibyl ;  "  you  don't 
even  profess  to  care  for  me,  you  see.  ^Vhy 
in  the  world  should  you  want  to  marry  me, 
then  ?  You  say  we  are  good  friends,  let  us 
hide  friends  then.  A  good  friend  is  better 
than  a  bad  husband,  which  you  would  cer- 
tainly be." 

"  There  is  nothing  in  the  world  so  irritating 
as  a  woman,"  returned  Edward,  tryim?  hard 
not  to  kiss  her,  and  restrained  by  innate  awe 
of  the  womanhood  in  which  this  guileless 
spirit  was  enshrined.  "  Just  think  of  the 
comfortable  quarrels  we  might  have.  As 
mere  friends,  the  sphere  is  limited  ;  conven- 
tionalities must  be  observed." 

"  Is  this  a  theme  for  jesting?  "  asked  Sibyl, 
severely.  "  Oh,  I  should  hate  you  if  I  thought 
you  had  ceased  to  love  that  dear  sweet 
creature !    For  pity's  sake  be  rational." 

"But  you  began  the  jesting,"  he  remon- 
strated, asfhast  at  this  charc^e. 
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"  Well !  and  I  began  leaving  it  off.  Good- 
night. Alice  is  pricking  her  sweet  fingers 
with  no  one  to  help  her." 

"Stop,  Sibyl,  just  one  word." 

Sibyl  stopped  with  an  air  of  resignation. 
"  I  am  busy,  and  it's  cold,"  she  said  plain- 
tively. 

"  Of  course  I  shall  always  love  her,"  he 
said  earnestly,  "  as  one  loves  what  is  too  high 
and  too  far  off  to   reach.     But,  dearest  Sibyl 


"  Then  don't  tease  me  any  more.  Who 
cares  to  hear  other  people  made  love  to  ?  " 

"  But,  Sibyl " 

"It  should  always  be  done  first-hand,  and 
never  talked  about,"  she  added  rebukingiy. 

"  But,  Sibyl " 

"  My  name  is  Eickman.  I  shall  never 
change  it.     I  am  married  to  my  pen " 

"  But  I  wish  you  could  marry  me,  too." 

"  You  would  unwish  it  in  a  week.     Now 

listen,"  said  Sibyl,  stopping  on  the  crisp  grass 

with   sudden  gravity.     "  I  like  you — far  too 

Vv'ell    to    marry   you.     You    fancy   you    care 

VOL.  III.  40 
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enough  for  me  to  make  a  passable  husband, 
but  it  is  only  friendship.  In  a  week's  time 
you  will  see  that  I  am  right.  Be  true  to 
yourself,  then  you  will  be  true  to  others." 

The  warm  glow  of  the  sunset  had  burnt 
away  to  a  pale  memory,  a  mist  was  floating 
ghost-like  from  the  level  meads  beneath  them, 
the  Christmas  moon  had  just  risen  and  was 
filling  the  earth  with  a  tender  dreamy  radiance. 
Sibyl's  face  in  the  pale  blended  lights  had  a 
new  and  unexpected  beauty ;  her  rich  tints 
were  subdued  and  the  lustre  of  her  dark  eyes 
intensified. 

What  was  the  secret  charm  which  so 
irresistibly  drew  him  to  her  ?  It  was  very 
different  from  the  deep  inevitable  and 
inextino'uishable  feelincfs  which  bound  him 
to  Alice.  Something  told  him  that  Sibyl 
knew  him  better  than  he  knew  himself,  her 
deep  liquid  eyes  seemed  to  be  gazing  into  the 
depths  of  his  soul  and  discovering  recesses 
closed  even  to  him.  What  was  the  secret  of 
her  power  ?  Was  it  genius  ?  His  brain  was 
full  of  lyric  snatches  from  the  little   volume 
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of  poems  which  had  just  appeared  in  Sibyl's 
name,  and  they  had  seemed  to  his  not  exigent 
judgment  to  have  the  ring  of  true  song,  they 
had  further  suggested  revelations  of  Sibyl's 
own  heart.  Her  earnest  glance  spoke  a 
thousand  unspeakable  things,  it  revealed  the 
guileless  soul  of  a  gentle  Yiola,  yet  with  all 
its  tenderness  it  scarcely  concealed  the  swift 
lightnings  of  a  spirit  full  of  mirth.  While  he 
gazed,  his  own  spirit  began  to  clear  and  he 
saw  that  she  was  right.  He  saw  that  his 
feeling  for  her,  though  in  that  moment  she 
had  acquired  a  dearness  that  she  never  had 
before,  was  not  one  to  justify  marriage  or 
forbode  a  happy  union.  He  saw,  too,  that 
deeply  as  he  had  pressed  his  love  for  Alice 
down  into  the  lowest  hold  in  his  heart,  he 
could  not  stifle  it ;  above  all  the  disappoint- 
ment, chagrin  and  resentment,  her  refusal  and 
want  of  faith  had  caused  him,  and  above  all 
more  tender  and  gracious  feelings,  he  had 
that  strong  sense  of  oneness  with  her,  which 
is  only  felt  once  and  cannot  end.  He  knew 
now  that  the  dream  Gervase  had   called  into 

40* 
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existence  was  vain,  and  that  the  double  hfe 
with  all  its  cares  and  joys  and  perturbations 
was  not  for  him,  since  Alice  was  beyond 
reach. 

"  Dear  Sibyl,"  he  said,  after  a  pause,  "  I 
think  you  are  one  of  the  sweetest  creatures 
God  ever  made !  I  will  be  true  to  vou,  at 
least.  And  I  think  we  shall  be  friends  all  our 
lives  long." 

"I  think  we  shall,"  replied  Sibyl,  with  a 
little  tender  smile.  Then  they  clasped  hands 
and  parted. 

She  went  slowly  back  through  the  chill 
silver  of  the  aerial  moonbeams,  her  breath 
visible  in  the  frosty  air,  and  the  frozen  grass 
rebounding  stiffly  from  beneath  her  light 
steps,  and  met  Alice  and  the  Mertons  coming 
out  of  the  dark  church,  the  deep  blackness  of 
which  was  still  emphasized  by  a  few  dim 
lio^hts.  The  clear  evenino-  skv,  into  which 
pale  stars  were  slowly  stealing,  the  grey 
church  with  its  steep  red  roof  and  massive 
tower,  the  villac^e  with  its  red-lighted  win- 
dows,  the  bare  trees  all  sleeping  in  the  moon- 
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shine,  the  faces  looking  unearthly  in  the 
bluish  light,  the  associations  of  Christmas 
Eve  which  threw  a  hallowed  glory  over  all, 
everything  seemed  sweet  and  full  of  unspeak- 
able charm  to  Sibyl.  The  hour  she  had  just 
passed  was  the  flower  of  all  her  life,  and  she 
was  content ;  her  heart  was  like  a  sleeping 
babe,  perfect  in  its  deep  sweet  repose. 

She  scarcely  heard  the  "  good-nights "  of 
the  Mertons  when  they  turned  in  at  their 
gate,  but  with  her  hand  in  Alice's  arm  walked 
silently  home,  her  looks  communing  with  the 
serene  clear  heavens.  Alice  was  quiet  too,  but 
it  was  with  a  different  quietness.  They  went 
into  the  kitchen  to  see  the  mummers  acting 
their  primitive  play  from  house  to  house  ;  but 
Sibyl  did  not  enter  into  the  homely  jests  as 
usual ;  it  was  as  if  she  had  let  her  spirit  pass 
away  with  the  mystic  glories  of  the  twilight 
and  only  her  body  remained.  They  listened 
to  the  carol-singing,  and  sat  round  the  hall- 
fire  till  midnight,  but  Sibyl  said  nothing  to 
anyone  of  her  twilight  ramble.  Alice  won- 
dered at  her  silence,  and  was  vaguely  painea 
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and  disappointed,  and  when  Gervase  in 
bidding  her  "  good-night  "  pressed  her  hand 
hngeringly,  she  returned  the  pressure,  and 
was  glad  to  think  there  was  at  least  one  on 
whom  she  could  absolutely  rely,  and  whose 
care  for  her  nothinc^  could  abate. 


CHAPTEE  TV, 

SPIRITS. 

Although  tlie  one  dream  wliicli  promised 
brightness  to  liis  clouded  life  had  just  been 
dissipated,  Edward  Annesley  drove  back  to 
Gledes^Yorth  in  no  despondent  frame  of  mind. 
The  evening  sky  shone  with  a  holier  lustre 
than  usual ;  his  horse  seemed  to  fly  like  some 
air-borne  immortal  charger,  instead  of  prosaic- 
all}'  trotting  over  the  hard  roads.  It  was  as 
if  he  had  attempted  to  enter  a  room  full  of 
music  and  mirth,  and  had  found  himself  in- 
stead in  the  dim  cool  spaces  of  some  hoary 
cathedral,  listening  to  solemn  prayer  cadences 
and  deep  organ  thunders. 

When  he  reached  home  he  found  a  card 
with  a  half-forgotten  name  upon  it,  "  Major 
McUvray,"  and  was  told  that  the  Major,  hear- 
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ing  he  would  return  that  evening,  had  pro- 
mised to  call  again  on  the  chance  of  finding 
him,  which  he  did. 

Major  Mcllvray's  regiment  had  been  sent 
on  foreign  service  a  few  months  after  the 
death  of  Paul  Annesley,  with  whom  he  had 
become  well  acquainted  after  his  first  introduc- 
tion to  him  at  the  Traveller's  Eest.  He  had  re- 
cently returned  to  England,  and  was  stationed 
at  a  large  garrison  town,  within  two  hours  of 
Gledesworth,  whence  he  had  come  that  day, 
intendino;  to  return  before  nis^ht.  At  one  time 
Edward  Annesley  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
meeting  Major  Mcllvray  constantly,  and  had 
been  on  sufficiently  intimate  terms  with  him 
to  find  fault  with  him  and  turn  his  foibles 
into  good-humoured  ridicule  ;  but  he  had 
now  become  such  a  solitary,  that  he  scarcely 
remembered  how  to  welcome  friends,  and  re- 
ceived the  Major  with  a  grim  coldness  that 
would  have  discomfited  most  people,  looking 
at  him  as  much  as  to  sav,  "What  on  earth  do 
you  want  ?  " 

Major  Mcllvray  was  not  easily  rebuffed ;  he 
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did  not  appear  to  notice  the  coldness  of  his 
reception,  and  sat  by  the  fire  with  his  usual 
composure,  making  commonplace  observations 
in  the  spasmodic  drawl  which  he  affected,  and 
secretly  studying  Edward's  face,  and  compar- 
ing him  with  his  former  self. 

When  he  heard  that  he  was  passing  the 
night  at  the  village  inn,  Edward  asked  him  to 
transfer  his  quarters  to  Gledesworth,  which  he 
at  once  consented  to  do,  to  the  surprise  of 
Annesley,  who  only  asked  him  as  a  matter  of 
form,  a  form  he  had  almost  forgotten  to  use, 
so  much  of  a  recluse  had  he  become. 

" My  mother,"  said  Major  Mcllvray,  "re- 
members meetinfy  vou  at  some  dance  at  her 
house.  You  came  up  from  Aldershot  with 
me.  Glad  if  you  would  call  when  in 
town." 

"  She  is  verv  irood.  I  don't — visit  much,'* 
he  replied. 

"  Find  it  a  bore  ?  So  do  I.  But  do  as 
Eomans  do." 

The  blood  rushed  darkl}'  to  Edward's  face. 
Mcllvray  had  not  been  long  in  England,  he 
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remembered ;  it  was  probable  that  he  had 
heard  nothing  of  the  imputation  which  rested 
upon  him.  Yet  Lady  Mcllvray  was  in  the 
way  of  hearing  it.  He  relapsed  again  into 
the  grimness  which  Mcllvray' s  friendliness 
had  for  a  moment  dissipated,  and  began  to 
wonder  to  what  he  was  indebted  for  this  unex- 
pected visit.  Presently  his  guest  observed 
that  there  were  a  great  many  liars  in  the 
world.  But  Edward  remembered  that  David 
had  made  a  more  sweeping  observation  to  the 
same  purpose,  and  he  had  himself  discovered 
the  fact  so  early  in  life  as  to  think  it  too 
obvious  for  comment. 

During  dinner  Major  Mcllvray  said  that  he 
had  heard  so  much  scandal  since  his  return 
that  he  was  sick  of  it.  Edward  turned  hot 
a^rain  and  looked  fierceh'  across  the  table  so 
as  to  meet  the  other's  eves.  But  that  other 
went  on  tranquilly  enjoying  his  dinner,  and 
spoke  of  Colonel  Disney  and  other  artillery 
officers  whom  he  had  been  meeting  recently, 
and  of  the  changes  and  promotions  which  had 
occurred  amona-  them. 
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"  Xever  believe  a  word  I  hear,"  lie  added, 
with  apparent  inconsequence,  "  especially 
when  I  know  it  to  be  lies." 

Annesley  asked  him  point  blank  if  he  had 
heard  any  rumours  respecting  him. 

"  Heard  them  all,"  he  replied,  tran- 
quilly. "  Widiculous  bosh.  Disney  an  old 
woman." 

This  was  comforting.  Once  he  had  de- 
vspised  Mcllvray  as  a  shallow  coxcomb  full  of 
affectations,  redeemed  by  some  good  points. 
Yet  he  had  such  solid  stuff  in  him  as  refused 
to  be  turned  from  belief  in  a  friend. 

"  Wanted  you  to  leave  the  service,"  the 
Highlander  continued.  "  Wespect  you  for 
not  o'ivino;  in." 

Yet  Annesley's  mind  misgave  him  ; 
Mcllvray  might  not  have  heard  all,  he  too 
might  come  to  disbelieve  in  him.  He  frankly 
told  Mcllvray  that  he  was  the  only  man  who 
fully  discredited  the  imputations  that  were 
cast  upon  him,  and  something  in  the  unex- 
pected loyalty  of  this  undemonstrative  nil 
admirari    spirit    touched    him    to    such    an 
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extent,  tliat  lie  let  something  escape  of  the 
bitterness  which  weighed  upon  him. 

"  Soon  live  it  down.  Nothing  like  pluck," 
Mcllvray  commented  ;  and  after  that  the 
evening  passed  swiftl}^  and  pleasantly,  such  an 
evening  of  frank  companionship  as  Annesley 
had  not  enjoyed  for  3xars. 

Whether  it  was  the  influence  of  the  genial 
season,  or  of  that  potent  national  beverage 
which  expands  the  hearts  and  stimulates  the 
wits  of  North  Britons,  is  uncertain,  but  some- 
thing effected  a  transformation  in  Major 
Mcllvray  that  Christmas  Eve.  The  enthusiastic 
Celt  emerged  from  beneath  the  thin  veneer  of 
what  for  want  of  a  better  name  niav  be  called 
the  lano^uid  swell.  In  those  davs  the  masher 
was  not ;  the  beau,  the  dandy,  the  blood,  the 
buck,  and  the  exquisite  had  long  since  passed 
into  shadowy  memories  ;  but  the  swell,  the 
heavy  swell,  diffused  a  gracious  fragrance  upon 
the  air  of  Piccadilly,  and  entranced  the  be- 
holder by  the  graceful  sweep  of  his  whiskers, 
the  calculated  curl  of  his  moustache,  the  slim- 
ness    of   his    umbrella,    the   scantiness   of  his 
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vocabulary,  the  immovable  gravity  of  liis 
demeanour,  and  his  impenetrable  indifference 
to  all  tliino'8  terrestrial  and  celestial.  He 
alone  among  the  sons  of  men  attempted  to 
practise  the  doctrines  preached  by  the  garru- 
lous sage  of  Chelsea  on  the  ineffable  beauty  of 
silence,  reducing  such  speech  as  necessity 
forced  from  him  to  an  elegant  minimum,  and 
diminishing  the  necessary  occasions  of  speech 
still  further,  by  the  simple  process  of  not 
thiiikino^. 

Major  Mcllvray  was  one  of  this  brother- 
hood, the  lineal  descendant  of  Alcibiades  and 
Agag,  a  swell  of  the  first  water.  Though  ap- 
parently incapable  of  the  rough  and  virile 
consonant  r,  to  which  his  tongue  imparted 
the  feminine  softness  of  a  liquid  iv,  this  even- 
ing the  whiskey,  or  some  more  ethereal  spirit, 
brought  out  a  fine  manly  Highland  burr  in 
his  speech  with  a  fine  manly  interest  in  things 
in  general,  together  with  that  indescribable 
imaginative  exaltation  which  is  inseparable 
from  the  men  of  the  kilt  and  tartan.  His  eyes 
became  dreamy ;   they  seemed  to  gaze  at  far- 
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off  tliinc^s  :  the  breath  of  the  moor  and  the 
loch  seemed  to  sigh  through  his  strongly  aspi- 
rated speech  ;  he  spoke  of  eerie  legends,  of 
haunted  corries  and  pools,  of  wraiths  and  ap- 
paritions, and  of  the  strange  gift  of  second- 
sight.  But  this  point  was  only  reached  when 
they  were  smoking  a  final  cigar  towards  mid- 
ni^^ht  and  listening  for  the  carol-singers.  The 
less  imaginative  mind  of  his  host,  whose  Saxon 
stolidity  was  dissipated  by  no  more  whiskey 
than  good  fellowship  demanded,  was  neverthe- 
less sympathetic  to  these  weird  themes  to  an 
extent  that  still  further  stimulated  Mcllvrav, 
until  a  listener  mis^ht  have  been  beo'uiled  into 
seeing  spectral  forms  in  mist-wreathed  tartans, 
and  playing  upon  shadowy  bagpipes,  floating 
by  the  windows  in  the  silent  night,  and  people 
of  weak  nerves  would  have  hesitated  to  leave 
that  tsolitary  firelit  chamber  for  the  lonely, 
echoing  corridors  of  the  great  empty  house, 
in  which  onty  two  or  three  rooms  were  now 
ever  occupied.  An  Annesley,  in  the  iron 
armour  of  Commonwealth  days,  looked  down 
upon    the    two    men   by    the    fire     from    his 


SPIRITS.  79 

frame  on  the  wall  with  a  sardonic  grin, 
which  might  have  been  imagination,  or 
the  flicker  of  the  leaping  fire-light,  but  which 
was  distinctly  perceptible  to  Mcllvray,  who 
asked  the  history  of  the  grim  warrior,  and 
entered  with  zest  into  the  story  of  the  Gledes- 
worth  curse,  and  was  amazed  at  the  present 
Annesley's  proposition  of  selling  it.  "I  don't 
suppose  it  would  fetch  much,"  the  latter 
added,  "  but  I  should  like  to  get  rid  of  it  at 
any  price." 

Major  Mcllvray  gazed  horror-struck  upon 
him  and  took  some  more  whiskey  ;  the  Crom- 
wellian  Annesley  seemed  to  frown  darkl}^, 
while  his  hand  apparently  moved  towards  the 
hilt  of  his  great  sword. 

The  living  Annesley  looked  at  the  fire  in 
silence  for  a  few  seconds,  and  then  spoke,  as 
one  w^ho  longs,  yet  fears,  to  disburden  himself 
of  a  secret. 

"  And  you  are  really  convinced  that  it 
was  your  brother's  wraith  you  saw  that 
day,  when  the  mist  lifted  from  the  hill  ?  "  he 
asked. 
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"Perfectly.  He  died  at  that  hour  pre- 
cisely." 

Aiinesley  paused  again,  then  he  began  to 
narrate  what  had  occurred  to  him  in  the  pre- 
vious summer. 

It  was  on  the  shores  of  Lake  Leman  ;  he 
was  making  an  excursion  with  his  sisters  and 
brother  from  Yeytaux  to  the  hills  above  it. 
They  had  walked  far,  resting  at  mid-day  in  a 
pine-wood  ;  it  was  now  evening,  and  they  were 
sitting  on  some  broken  ground  just  below  the 
Dent  de  Jaman,  making  their  evening  meal  off 
bread  and  cheese  and  thin  white  wine  pro- 
cured from  a  chalet  near.  All  were  facing 
the  lake,  which  spread  far  beneath  them, 
beautiful  in  the  lono'  slantino-  radiance  of 
the  setting  sun,  above  the  lake  towered 
the  massive  pile  of  the  Dent  du  Midi,  its 
seven  snowy  peaks  rose-red  in  the  sinking 
light. 

"  We  shall  see  the  Aljjen-Gliihn  to-night," 
said  Sibyl  Eickman,  who  was  one  of  the 
party  ;  "look  at  the  Midi." 

Thus     they      were      all      looking,     when 
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Annesley    became  aware  of  something  which 
made  the  hair  of  his  flesh  stand  up. 

lie  was  behind  the  others,  and  on  shghtly 
higher  ground,  thus  the  falhng  and  passing  of 
a  swift  shadow  breaking  the  Avestern  sunbeams 
touched  him  alone,  and  he  turned  and  saw — 
a  face.  The  dark  bhie  eyes  burning  with 
inward  fire,  the  black  crisp  hair,  the  scar  on 
the  cheek  were  unmistakable,  and  had  not 
changed  apparently  since  the  day  he  last  saw 
them,  the  day  of  Paul  Annesley's  death. 

For  it  was  truly  the  face  of  Paul,  though 
clean-shaven,  and  the  head  of  Paul,  though 
tonsured  and  risino-  from  the  dress  of  a  monk  ; 
the  lonp'  white  robe  o^lowino^  incandescent  in 
the  sun's  rich  light,  the  passionless  features 
wearing  an  unearthly  calm  were  those  of  a 
monk,  yet  how  should  a  monk  have  the  dark, 
blazing,  blue  eyes  and  scarred  face  of  Paul 
Annesley  ? 

Edward  Annesley's  heart  stood  still  and  his 

mouth  grew  parched    as    he    gazed,   but    an 

instant  truly, — for  the  phantom  figure  passed 

swiftly  and  silently  without  pause, — yet  an  in- 

VOL.   III.  41 
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stant  in  whicli  his  tliouirlits  were  so  many  and 
so  disquieting  that  it  seemed  an  eternity.  The 
white  figure,  after  the  one  brief  iDurning  gaze 
in  passing,  vanished  behind  the  rocky  broken 
ground  ;  but  as  soon  as  Annesley  could  shake 
off  the  nightmare-stiffness  which  paralysed  his 
limbs,  he  too  disappeared  behind  the  broken 
mass  and  saw  or  thoug;ht  he  saw  a  oiiost-like 
figure,  sinking  rapidly  down  the  declivity  of 
the  little  ravine  beneath  him,  from  which  the 
sun  had  already  disappeared.  Down  the 
declivity  Edward  dashed,  but  the  figure  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen,  a  far-off  white  streak 
proved  on  closer  inspection  to  be  a  waterfall. 
A  black  fir-wood  lay  in  the  direction  the 
phantom  had  taken  ;  into  this  Annesley 
plunged,  his  blood  was  up  now  and  he  was 
determined  to  know  the  cause  of  this  tem- 
porary cheating  of  the  senses.  The  wood 
climbed  a  slope  facing  the  east ;  it  was  nearly 
night  there  in  the  thick  and  heavy  shadows. 
The  phantom  monk  was  nowhere  to  be  seen ; 
Edward  had  now  made  a  long  and  hot  pursuit 
and  the  distant  jodeln  of  his  brother  warned 
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liim  that  there  was  no  time  to  lose  in  rejoining 
his  party,  whose  way  lay  in  the  opposite 
direction  and  who  already  bid  fair  to  be 
belated. 

So  he  was  obliged  to  return,  pale  and 
breathless  and  unable  to  give  a  rational 
account  of  his  sudden  flight  ;  for,  upon 
asking  the  others  if  they  had  seen  a  white 
monk  go  by,  they  laughed  and  told  him  he 
had  been  dreaming;  and  raUied  him  unmerci- 
fully  upon  his  distraught  appearance.  He 
therefore  said  no  more,  but  descended  the 
hill-side  full  of  disquieting  thoughts,  and 
from  that  moment  had  never  opened  his  lips 
upon  the  subject  till  now. 

"  Why  should  my  cousin's  spirit  appear  to 
me  ?  "  he  asked  Major  Mcllvray  at  the  close 
of  his  narrative.  "  In  all  your  stories  there 
w^as  a  purpose  in  the  apparition — a  warning 
of  some  kind." 

"  It  was  not  Paul  Annesley's  spirit,"  re- 
turned Mcllvray  with  decision. 

"  Then  what  was  it  ?  "  asked  Annesley, 
whose   nerves  were  still  quivering  from   the 

41* 
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memories  he  had  just  evoked,  and  who  was 
surprised  at  the  scepticism  displayed  by  so 
ardent  a  ghost-seer  at  Major  Mcllvray. 

"  That  was  very  strangle  that  he  should 
come  as  a  monk,"  replied  Mcllvray,  who,  in 
spite  of  his  scepticism,  was  excited  by  the 
story,  "  very  strange.  He  was  not  a  Catholic 
even,  why  would  he  appear  as  a  monk  ?  No, 
Annesley,  it  was  not  a  spirit,  that  passing 
figure.  It  was  a  living  monk  that  was  passing, 
and  his  eyes  were  dark  blue  and  some  mark 
was  on  his  face,  and  in  that  moment  he  was 
very  like  Paul  Annesley.  I  have  met  a  man 
who  was  very  like  me.  He  was  in  the 
Hussars  ;  it  was  sometimes  unpleasant,  such 
mistakes  were  made.  Or,  I  will  tell  you  ;  you 
had  been  thinking,  thinking  of  that  poor 
fellow,  your  cousin,  and  a  bird  was  flying- 
past  making  a  shadow,  and  you  turned 
quickly  ;  the  sunshine  was  dazzling  and  your 
imagination  painted  the  face  of  Paul  Annesley 
on  the  air.  You  had  been  seeimx  these  white 
Carthusians  in  France,  and  you  were  think- 
ing,  it   may  be,   of    spirits    and   white    gar- 


SPIEITS.  85 

menls,  and  so  you  embodied  all  in  one 
figure  of  your  cousin  in  a  monk's  garb. 
Yes  ;  that  is  how  it  would  be,"  he  added, 
Avitli  an  air  of  conviction  as  he  relighted 
the  cigar,  which  in  his  excitement  had  been 
suffered  to  go  out,  "  that  is  how  it  would 
all  happen." 

The  explanation  though  logical  was  in- 
consistent in  a  man  who  believed  in  second- 
sight  and  apparitions,  and  it  did  not  convince 
the  more  practical  and  literal  mind  of 
Annesley. 

"  It  was  the  face  of  Paul  Annesley,"  he 
repeated.  "His  was  no  common  face,  and  it 
is  beyond  possibility  that  another  face  should 
be  marked  with  that  peculiar  scar.  I  am  as 
certain  that  he  looked  me  face  to  face  that 
nioiit  as  I  am  certain  that  I  am  the  owner  of 
this  house." 

Mcllvray  smiled  and  looked  thoughtfully 
into  the  fire  for  a  moment  before  he  spoke. 
"  That  is,  indeed,  being  certain,"  he  then  said, 
"I  will  dispute  no  more.  But  it  is  strange 
that  no  one  believes  like  an  unbeliever.     For 
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you  said  to-night,  that  you  did  not  believe  in 
apparitions." 

"  Or  in  the  curse  of  Gledesworth,"  Edward 
rephed  with  a  faint  smile.  "It  is  true, 
Mcllvray,  that  nothing  is  so  consistent  as 
inconsistency." 

"  Well !  I  will  tell  you  one  thing,"  continued 
Mcllvray.  "  If  I  were  in  your  place  I  would 
never  speak  of  this  thing  again." 

"  I  never  shall,"  he  replied,  frozen  back  to 
his  usual  reserve  by  this  unexpected  in- 
credulity. The  last  of  the  final  cigars  was  by 
this  time  smoked.  The  nisfht  was  wearino'  on 
into  Christmas  morning,  and  t]iey  went  to 
bed. 


CHAITEE  V. 

THE    VACANT    CHAIR. 

Alice  soon  heard  what  had  taken  place  in  the 
twiho'ht  of  Christmas  Eve.  The  fact  that 
Mrs.  Eickman  had  been  told  of  Edward 
Annesley's  intentions  towards  her  daughter, 
and  that  Sibyl  had  been  obliged  to  confess  to 
her  mother  that  she  could  not  entertain  his 
proposals,  was  sufficient  to  ensure  Alice's 
knowledge  of  the  whole  history.  Mrs.  Eick- 
man's  nature  was  transparent  and  sym- 
pathetic ;  all  her  innocent  thoughts  and 
guileless  hopes  and  fears  were  shared  with 
those  about  her,  and  Alice,  upon  whom  she 
depended  most,  enjoyed  the  most  ample  share 
of  her  confidences.  Until  Mrs.  Eickman  had 
"  talked  things  over  "  with  some  sympathetic 
listener,  she  was  unable  to  get  any  firm 
mental  grasp  of  facts. 
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"  I  cannot  understand  Sibyl,"  her  mother 
commented  to  AHce,  "she  was  evidently 
struck  with  him  from  the  first.  Every  one 
noticed  it,  and  we  all  thought  his  visits  were 
for  her.  Your  uncle  was  thunderstruck  when 
he  asked  for  you,  and  I  have  always  thought, 
my  dear,  and  so  has  Gervase,  that  some  little 
jealousy  or  pique  occasioned  that  proposal, 
especially  as  you  had  never  given  him  the 
slightest  encouragement.  There  are  many 
things  against  the  match,  it  is  true  ;  but  Sibyl 
is  not  so  young  as  she  was,  and  she  really  is 
very  blue,  poor  dear !  Her  father  and  I 
sadly  fear  that  she  will  be  an  old  maid.  And 
I  cannot  help  thinking  that  she  cares  for 
him" 

"  If  she  did,  it  would  be  her  secret,  not 
ours,"  Alice  said.  "  Let  us  not  discuss  it  ;  it 
is  not  fair.  Perhaps  it  may  take  place,  after 
all,"  she  added,  inconsequently,  "  especially 
if  not  talked  about." 

Gervase's  anger  was  too  deep  for  words 
when  he  learnt  that  Sibyl  had  deliberately 
thrown  away  the  chance  of  happiness  that  he 
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had  SO  carefully  plotted  and  arranged  for 
her.  He  was  still  firmly  convinced  that  no 
other  marriage  would  be  possible  to  her,  and 
this  conviction  was  confirmed  by  a  carefully 
guarded  conversation  he  had  with  her,  a 
conversation  in  which,  as  far  as  words  went, 
she  proved  more  than  a  match  for  him.  But 
when  people  know  each  other  as  well  as  this 
brother  knew  his  sister,  words  are  but  clumsy 
symbols  of  thought,  especially  when  associated 
with  such  a  tell-tale  face  as  Sibyl's,  a  face 
ujDon  which  the  shghtest  emotion  raised  a 
corresponding  change  of  colour  and  outline. 
He  was  angry  with  Sibyl  for  thus  unexpectedly 
crossing  his  purpose,  but,  of  course,  he  was 
far  more  angry  with  Annesley,  and  attributed 
the  failure  of  his  suit  to  some  clumsiness  on 
his  part. 

"  These  crood-lookino-  fools  do  at  least 
know  how  to  make  love  commonl}^,"  he 
thought.  He  even  hinted  this  want  of 
dexterity  vaguely  to  Alice,  who  quickly 
made  him  see  that  the  subject  was  not  one 
to  which  she  would  permit  any  reference. 
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With  February  came  the  opening  of 
Parhament,  and  the  fluttering  interest  of 
seeing  Gervase's  name  in  the  debates,  all  of 
which  Mr.  Eickman  now  read  reijularly  for 
the  first  time  in  his  life.  Politics  now  ran 
high  at  Arden  Manor,  although  a  singular 
unanimity  of  party  feeling  prevailed ;  no 
meal  was  taken  without  the  spice  of  those 
magic  names,  Disraeli,  Gladstone  and  Bright. 
Wlien  Alice  went  for  a  few  weeks  to  stay 
with  Mrs.  Walter  Annesley,  and  accompany 
her  on  a  short  visit  to  London,  the  same 
political  enthusiasm,  centreing  about  the 
same  individual,  prevailed  at  her  table, 
and  the  two  ladies  one  nio-ht  went  to  the 
Ladies'  Gallery  and  were  eye-witnesses  to 
the  spectacle  of  Gervase  in  the  act  of  serving 
his  country.  Alice  subsequently  narrated 
the  details  of  this  moving  scene  to  the  hero's 
parents  ;  told  how  he  sat  at  ease  with  folded 
arms  on  one  of  the  comfortable  benches, 
and  listened  to  a  long  debate,  sometimes 
making  notes,  and  sometimes  yawning 
till  the  tears  came    into  his  eyes,  and   how, 
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wlien  a  division  occurred,  lie  solemnly 
went  on  his  own  side  and  did  his 
duty  like  a  man.  And  somehow  the  more 
Gervase  was  deified  by  those  dear  old  people, 
the  more  warmly  did  Alice  feel  towards  him, 
and  the  more  enthusiastic  Sibyl  waxed 
upon  the  political  topics  which  were 
especially  her  brother's,  the  dearer  both 
brother  and  sister  became  to  her. 

Then  a  great  sorrow  visited  that  tranquil 
hearth  ;  Mrs.  Eickman's  guileless  and  simple 
spirit  passed  away,  after  a  brief  sharp 
illness. 

Hers  was  one  of  those  unselfish  and 
unsophisticated  natures  that  make  little 
stir  and  emphasis  in  life,  natures  which 
people  take  for  granted,  of  the  beauty  of 
which  they  are  not  conscious  until  they 
pass  away,  leaving  a  blank  that  nothing 
can  fill.  She  always  had  good  health,  and 
her  sudden  illness,  though  it  surprised 
ever}'  one  as  an  unaccustomed  event, 
caused  no  alarm  in  the  house,  until  one 
night    when    the    docter    said    that  her     son 
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must  come  immediately  if  he  wished  to  see 
her  ahve.  In  her  last  moments  she  spoke 
to  Alice  of  Gervase,  and  said  how  much  she 
had  their  marriage  at  heart,  and  Alice  could 
but  say  that  she  would  think  of  her  last 
wishes,  and  so  give  the  parting  spirit  peace. 

Almost  paralysed  by  the  shock  of  this 
bereayement,  they  sat  round  the  hearth  the 
night  after  the  funeral,  and  each  almost 
wondered  why  the  familiar  figure  did  not 
come  in  and  take  the  accustomed  arm-chair. 
Mr.  Eickman,  aged  and  broken,  sat  in  the 
opposite  chair  ;  Alice  was  by  his  side,  and 
Sibyl,  exhausted  by  the  tempestuous  grief 
to  which  she  had  giyen  free  vent,  sat  on 
the  rug  at  her  feet  with  her  head  supported 
ao^ainst  Alice,  who  with  one  hand  stroked 
the  daughter's  feverish  cheek,  and  with  the 
other  fondled  the  stricken  father's  hand. 
Gervase  sat  by  Alice  in  front  of  the  fire, 
pale  and  silent  as  the  others. 

Like  man}'  an  only  son,  he  had  graciously 
and  as  a  matter  of  course  accepted  his 
mother's  affection,    which  at  times  had  even 
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bored  him,  and  when  the  final  scene  occurred, 
he  gave  httle  outward  token  of  grief,  beyond 
one  brief  cry  which  seemed  torn  from  him 
of,  "  Now  she  will  never  know."  He  made 
all  necessary  arrangements  with  perfect 
calm,  and  supported  his  broken,  half-stupefied 
father  through  the  most  trying  scenes  with- 
out once  losing  his  own  self-control.  Now 
all  was  done  that  could  be  done,  life  was 
about  to  resume  its  every-day  aspect,  he  was 
to  leave  them  the  next  morning,  and  there 
the  bereaved  family  sat,  silent  with  sorrow, 
and  the  slow  minutes  dracfo'ed  heavilv  on. 
Alice  tried  at  first  to  izet  them  to  talk,  and 
started  several  commonplace  topics  ;  but 
Mr.  Eickman  seemed  too  dazed  by  his 
trouble,  Sibyl  too  exhausted,  and  Gervase 
too  full  of  thought  to  listen  to  her,  so  she 
desisted,  and  contented  herself  with  the 
comfort  she  knew  Mr.  Eickman  and  Sibyl 
derived  from  the  silent  touch  of  her  hands. 
Her  own  grief  was  perhaps  as  deep  as 
Sibyl's,  though  more  silent,  and  it  pained 
her    a    little    that    the    beimr   most    dear     to 
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the  (lead,  Gervase,  was  the  least  affected 
by  her  loss.  His  sphinx-hke  face,  on  which 
she  almost  feared  to  a'aze  at  this  time, 
gave  no  chie  to  what  was  passing  within, 
yet  she  thought  that  perhaps  more  sorrow 
than  people  suspected  was  concealed  by  it, 
and  wondered  at  the  savage  suppression 
men  put  upon  their  feelings  whenever  they 
are  in  the  least  degree  creditable  to  them. 

While  she  was  thus  musino-  Gervase  in 
his  stony  silence  had  been  realizing  what 
his  mother  was  to  him,  and  how  irretriev- 
able was  his  loss.  Old  memories  and 
events  of  his  boyhood  had  been  rising 
before  him,  he  had  almost  forgotten  the 
silent  companions  of  his  grief,  when  sud- 
denly, stirred  by  some  unusually  poignant 
recollection,  he  began  to  sob  with  vehemence. 

This  thrilled  throuoii  the  hearts  of  the 
others  with  pain,  not  unmixed  with  a  com- 
forting warmth.  The  old  man  whose  grief 
was  beyond  tears,  stirred,  sighed,  and  shook 
his  head  ;  Sibyl  sprang  up  and  threw  her  arms 
round  her  brother  ;  Alice  felt  a  strona'er  move- 
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ment  of  tlie  heart  towards  Gervase  in  his 
sudden  abandonment  to  his  grief  than  she 
had  ever  felt  before  ;  she  felt,  too,  that  that 
moment  made  her  his. 

He  quickly  mastered  himself  and  recovered 
his  usual  self-control.  Sibyl  did  the  same, 
and  Alice  feared  to  give  him  the  token  of 
sympathy  that  her  heart  desired,  lest  he 
should  again  give  way.  So  they  sat  on  in 
silence  as  before  ;  yet  not  quite  as  before,  for 
each  felt  a  fresh  bond  in  that  sjiasm  of  com- 
mon anguish,  and  presently  Gervase  left  the 
room  in  silence,  and  returned  no  more  that 
night.  The  next  morning  he  bid  the  three 
good-bye,  and  though  he  said  nothing,  and 
sought  no  private  interview,  he  knew  by  the 
look  in  Alice's  face  that  his  heart's  desire  was 
obtained  at  last,  and  went  awav  comforted. 

Alice  devoted  herself  to  Sibyl  and  Mr. 
Eickman,  who  was  too  crushed  for  a  long 
time  to  take  any  interest  in  his  scientific 
pursuits,  and  only  went  into  his  study  to  sit 
idly  brooding  in  his  chair.  She  brought  him 
beetles,  plants,  and  strange  stones  to  no  effect, 
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until  at  last  she  contrived  to  purchase   a  rare 
old  coin  for  him. 

This  roused  him,  his  eyes  kindled  at  the 
sight  of  the  treasure,  which  he  eagerly  took 
and  carefully  examined,  and  Alice  was  amply 
rewarded  for  the  pains  she  had  taken  to  hunt 
out  and  bu}^  the  coin  by  hearing  him  start  off 
in  his  old  familiar  fashion  on  a  lom^f  and 
learned  lecture  on  the  coin,  and  the  davs  in 
which  it  was  struck.  The  next  thins^  was  to 
get  some  one  to  dispute  its  genuineness,  and 
this  with  some  diplomacy  Alice  and  Sibyl 
contrived  between  them ;  a  hot  discussion 
raged,  letters  were  written  in  antiquarian 
journals,  and  finally  a  long  pamphlet  was 
begun. 

Then  it  was  that  Mr.  Eickman  began  to 
talk  of  his  loss,  a  sure  sign  that  the  worst 
sting  of  it  was  past ;  and  one  day  he  told  Alice 
that  he  should  not  live  long,  but  that  his  one 
hope  was  to  see  his  son  happily  married  and 
his  grandchild  born  before  he  died. 

Spring  days  were  growing  bright,  Gervase 
had   written   to    say    he    should    be    at  the 
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Manor  next  day,  and  Alice  fully  realized  that 
she  must  now  definitely  and  irrevocably  bind 
herself. 

In  the  last  few  years  she  had  deeply  pon- 
dered the  mystery  of  life,  and  the  ends  and 
aims  of  human  existence,  pondered  them  as 
the  young  never  do  and  never  can,  save 
under  the  discipline  of  heavy  sorrow  and 
distracting  doubt:  Ever  since  the  fateful  day 
of  Paul  Annesley's  death  she  had  ceased  to 
take  everything  for  granted,  and  to  expect 
sunshine  and  mirth  as  the  natural  inevitable 
ingredients  of  life  ;  she  had  descended  into  the 
hell  of  suffering  and  there  searched  deeply  for 
the  few  realities  which  lie  hidden  under  the 
multiform  masks  and  phantasms  which  sur- 
round eaf^^er  voutli  on  everv  side.  To  earthlv 
happiness  she  had  been  called  to  bid  a 
sorrowful  farewell,  and  having  rid  herself  of 
that  expectation  of  joy  which  makes  life  so 
complex,  she  had  been  free  to  consider  in 
those  silent  and  dark  depths  that,  after  all, 
life  has  but  one  problem  to  offer,  how  to  do 
one's  duty. 

VOL.  III.  42 
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This  liow  liad  caused  lier  miicli  conflict, 
conflict  continually  settled  by  the  urgency  of 
some  near  and  obvious  duty,  which  circum- 
stance presented  to  her  and  which  she  de- 
voutly welcomed.  But  now  that  circumstance 
seemed  to  offer  her  one  supreme  sacrifice, 
now  that  a  life  rich  in  possibilities  needed  hers 
and  the  decisive  moment  had  arrived,  the 
sacrifice  seemed  too  hard,  the  secret  inmost 
self  revolted  against  it. 

She  went  into  the  dim  silence  of  the 
shadowy  church ;  she  looked  at  the  tablet 
to  Paul  Annesley's  memory  ;  she  recalled  her 
vigil  in  that  church,  which  ended  in  the  rosy 
summer  dawn ;  she  visited  her  adopted 
mother's  fresh  grave.  Then  she  went  to  the 
belfry  and  conjured  back  the  vision  of 
Edward  and  Sibyl  among  the  Christmas 
hollies,  when  Edward  had  asked  Sibyl  to  be 
his  wife. 

This  was  in  the  afternoon,  and  when  she 
returned  from  her  solitary  pilgrimage,  Ger- 
vase  was  just  arriving.  That  evening  there 
was  joy  once  more  beneath  the  beloved  roof; 
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Gervase  and  Alice  were  formally  engaged. 
Mr.  Eickman  sat  by  the  fire  with  a  satisfied 
air,  contemplating  the  figure  of  Alice  at  the 
piano  accompanying  Gervase,  who  stood  near 
her,  on  his  violin. 

Sibyl  sat  near  with  clasped  hands,  and  eyes 
full  of  tears.  She  refused  to  interrupt  their 
music  with  her  own  singing ;  they  were  play- 
ing so  exquisitely,  she  said.  And  Alice's  soul 
was  at  peace. 

They  could  not  be  married  for  some 
months,  and  it  was  agreed  to  say  nothing  of 
the  engagement  for  the  present.  They  were 
to  live  at  Arden  when  not  in  London,  Mr. 
Eickman  and  Sibyl  remaining  with  them  in 
separate  apartments,  which  the  size  of  the 
house  permitted,  though  of  course  great 
chancres  and  re-fittincrs  would  have  to  be 
made.  Gervase  had  virtually  retired  from 
legal  practice,  though  his  name  remained  in 
the  firm,  and  he  was  bound  to  see  those 
clients  who  could  not  dispense  with  him. 
After  all,  there  was  not  much  wrong  with 
human   affairs,   he    reflected.      His    purposes 

42* 
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were  in  the  main  being  effected.  He  had  his 
heart's  desire  ;  he  could  bid  his  soul  be  merry 
and  take  its  ease,  because  much  goods  were 
laid  up  for  it,  and  he  heard  no  deep  low 
voice  murmurinc^^  in  the  ear  of  conscience, 
"  Thou  fool !  " 


CHAPTER  VI. 

BENEDICTION". 

Edavaed  Annesley  paid  one  or  two  visits  to 
Arden  Manor  in  the  course  of  the  spring. 
Those  visits  did  not  materially  strengthen  the 
hope  Sibyl's  words  had  kindled  in  him  at 
Christmas  ;    yet  the  hope  survived. 

One  day  when  he  was  calling  in  the  summer, 
he  expressed  some  surprise  at  the  crowd  of 
workmen  he  saw,  and  the  complete  upsetting 
of  the  house  that  was  taking  place.  "  I 
wonder  that  you  sta}'  on  in  all  this  turmoil," 
he  said ;  "  wliv  don't  you  take  your  father 
away  until  the  work  is  finished,  Sibyl  ?  " 

"We  like  to  see  to  the  new  arrangements 
ourselves,"  Sibyl  replied,  not  knowing  that  he 
had  not  yet  heard  of  the  engagement  which 
all  the  country  side  had  fully  discussed  during 
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the  last  few  weeks  ;  for  the  approaching 
marriage  could  no  longer  be  kept  secret  in 
the  face  of  these  preparations. 

"  I  don't  like  new  arrangements  myself," 
he  added,  quite  innocently  ;  "  I  hate  a  freshly 
decorated  house." 

Alice  changed  colour  and  rose  with  an  air 
of  vexation  to  gather  a  flower ;  for  they  were 
all  sitting  out  of  doors  to  avoid  the  incon- 
veniences within. 

Mr.  Eickman  hereupon  began  a  long  digres- 
sion upon  the  passing  of  one  generation  and 
coming  of  another,  made  some  observations 
upon  marriage  customs  in  various  times 
and  places,  and  said  that  he  thought  civili- 
zation, while  tending  to  diminish  special 
wedding  ceremonies,  increased  the  actual 
amount  of  famil}^  disturbance  involved  by 
a  marriage.  By  this  time  a  hazy  notion 
that  somebody  was  going  to  be  married 
had  penetrated  to  Edward's  brain,  but  he 
was  not  prepared  for  the  shock  of  Mr. 
Eickman's  final  words,  "  Gervase  and 
Alice   are   to   have   the   main   body   of    the 
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house,  Sibyl  and  I  will  be  content  witli  the 
west  wing  yonder." 

Edward  looked  Alice  full  in  the  face  with  a 
gaze  that  stirred  her  new-born  peace  to  the 
depths  and  haunted  her  long  after.  All  the 
blood  went  from  his  face,  leaving  it  grey  and 
rigid  for  a  moment.  Then  he  looked  down  at 
the  grass  at  his  feet,  speechless ;  the  rest  were 
at  a  loss  what  to  do  or  say,  until  he  looked  up 
again  with  a  little  sarcastic  laugh  and  apolo- 
c^ized  for  not  liavins^  offered  his  conc^ratula- 
tions  before,  observino'  that  the  intelligence 
was  quite  new  to  him. 

No  one  enjoyed  that  scene,  and  everybody 
was  glad  when  he  rose  and  took  his  leave. 

"  Gervase !  "  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  walked 
rapidly  down  the  lane  beneath  the  green  elms, 
"  Gervase  !  "  Ever}'  time  he  uttered  that 
clever  young  lawyer's  name  he  ground  his 
teeth  and  struck  viciouslv  at  the  innocent 
cow-parsley  on  the  banks  with  his  riding-whip, 
and  he  uttered  it  many  times,  and  each  time 
more  indignantly  than  before,  on  his  way 
from  the  Manor  to  the   Golden  Horse,  where 
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liis  horse  was  waiting.  But  why  that  worthy 
man  should  not  marry  Alice  Lingard,  if  she 
had  a  mind  to  have  him,  he  could  not  exactly 
say,  nor  why  he  should  have  a  dim  sense  of 
havim?  been  outwitted,  befooled,  and  cheated 
by  that  thoughtful  and  resolute  person. 

Many   memories   now  appeared  in   a  new 
light  and  made  him   uncomfortable  ;    the  re- 
membrance of  Gervase's  strong  assertions  that 
Alice  would  never  recover  from  Paul's  loss,  of 
his  assurances  that   hers  was  not  a  nature  to 
forget,  that  it  was  a  kind   of  insult  to  Paul's 
memory  to  think  of  marr3'ing  her,  the  remem- 
brance of  those  proceedings  on  Gervase's  part 
which  had  led  him  to  offer  himself  to  Sibyl  and  be 
rejected.  These  and  many  other  circumstances 
and  particularly  a  remark  of  Major  Mcllvray's 
made  at  Christmas  to  the  effect  that  Eickman 
intended  from  the  first  to  marry  Alice,  stirred 
the  most  hateful  feelings  within  him,  feelinc's 
wdiich  he  could  not  easily  dismiss. 

After  all,  was  it  Gervase's  fault  if  neither 
of  the  ladies  of  Arden  Manor  would  accept 
him  ?     Was  Gervase  to  be  censured  for  pay- 
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iuef  court  to  the  sweetest  of  women  wliom  lie 
was  constantly  seeing,  when  he  knew  that  she 
had  definitely  rejected  him,  Edward  Annesley  ? 
Yet  he  was  indignant  with  Alice  for  choosing 
Eickman  ;  though  he  could  give  no  reason 
why  she  should  not.  Most  people  would  say 
that  Eickman  was  the  better  match,  but  all 
the  same  he  could  not  admire  her  taste. 

Feelino'  betrayed  and  deserted,  relieving;  his 
mind  bv  recalling;  all  the  severe  and  sarcastic 
sentences  he  had  read  or  heard  of  the  frailty 
and  fickleness  of  women,  and  blaming  even 
Sibyl  in  his  haste  for  the  false  hopes  she  had 
rekindled  in  him,  he  put  his  horse  into  a  canter 
and  then  got  him  on  the  short  down-turf,  and 
let  him  have  his  head  until  the  downs  were 
passed  and  the  horse  completely  blown. 

Then  when  the  horse  walked  listlesslv  with 
hanging  head  through  the  park,  he  reflected 
that  Alice's  marriao-e  was  the  onlv  remedv, 
bitter  thouo-li  it  was,  for  the  state  into  which 
he  had  fallen  ;  now  finally  he  should  be  cured 
once  for  all  of  his  unfortunate  attachment. 
That   day  he   left  Gledesworth,  and,  a  few 
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weeks  later,  England,  to  join  his  family  on  a 
tour  throno'li  the  north  of  France. 

"  I  really  think  Edward  ^rets  grimmer  and 
grimmer,"  his  sister  Eleanor  observed  one 
day,  during  this  tour  ;  "  I  wish  he  would 
remember  that  other  people  want  to  be  happy 
if  he  doesn't." 

"Poor  fellow  !  he  has  had  more  trouble 
than  you  think,  Kellie,  don't  be  hard  upon 
him,"  her  mother  replied,  "  and  he  does 
everything  he  can  to  give  us  pleasure." 

^'  That  is  just  what  I  complain  of,"  replied 
his  sister.  "  He  never  mdulo-es  m  an  original 
wish.  It  is  always  '  Just  where  you  like, 
Nell,'  with  a  sort  of  martvred  resignation,  or 
'  Well,  then,  we  will  go  to  Eouen,  I  have  no 
choice,'  and  one  may  change  one's  mind  eight 
times  in  a  minute  without  making  him  lose 
his  temper.  I  could  box  his  ears  sometimes. 
How  I  should  hate  to  be  married  to  a  man  of 
such  maddening  good  temper  !  " 

"Major  Mcllvray  is  certainly  very  dif- 
ferent," said  Harriet,  in  her  guileless  way. 
"  Do     3^ou    remember   how   he   persisted   in 
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fifoiiii?  to  St.  Peter's  last  Easter  Day,  and 
would  have  c'one  without  us  if  we  had  not 
mven  in  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes !  Major  Mcllvray,'"'  replied 
Eleanor,  blushing  in  spite  of  her  disdainful 
air  ;  "  his  head  was  quite  turned  on  the  subject 
of  monks.  He  never  saw  one  during  the 
whole  of  his  stay  in  Eome  without  turning  to 
look  at  him.  The  functions  he  went  to  for 
the  sake  of  studying  his  beloved  monks  !  He 
was  quite  rude  on  one  occasion." 

"Mcllvray  rude,  Nell?"  asked  Edward, 
comino;  into  the  room ;  "  vou  must  have 
snubbed  him  very  severely.  A  worm  will 
turn  sometimes." 

"  "Well ;  he  teas  rude.  He  left  us  in  a  shop 
one  day  when  a  procession  was  going  by. 
He  rushed  out,  saying  something  about  a 
monk  with  a  scar  on  his  face,  and  did  not 
return  until  we  had  finished  our  shopping  and 
gone  home  alone." 

"  And  what  did  he  say  about  this  monk  ?  " 
asked  Edward. 

"  Oh,  nothing.     He  had  made  a  mistake,  or 


1(.8  THE  REPEOACH   OF  AI^ LESLEY. 

some  rubbish.  Come,  Ted,  do  propose  some- 
thing for  this  afternoon." 

"  Well,"  he  replied,  with  a  pre-occupied 
air,  "  would  you  like  to  go  to  church  ?  " 

"  To  that  sweet  old  church  we  passed 
yesterday  ?  Why  not  ?  Is  there  any  ser- 
vice ?  " 

"  Yes,  the  landlady  tells  me  there  will  be 
vespers  at  four  and  a  sermon.  She  cannot 
say  wdiat  kind  of  preacher,  because  the  cure  is 
ill  and  a  stranger  is  taking  his  place.  The 
choir,  she  tells  me,  is  heavenly.  Her  son 
Armand  sings  in  it,  which  no  doubt  accounts 
for  its  excellence." 

"  You  are  becoming  almost  cynical,  Xed  ; 
it  is  quite  refreshing.  Who  is  for  church, 
then  ?     We  three  ?     I  am  ready." 

"  So  am  I,"  said  the  younger  sister,  and 
they  started  and  strolled  along  the  village 
street  in  the  hot  August  afternoon,  keeping 
well  under  the  shade  of  the  houses  and 
trees. 

When  they  reached  the  little  old  church, 
Edward  said   that  if  his  sisters  did  not  mind 
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he  would  wait  for  them  outside,  he  did  not 
feel  ill  the  rio'ht  frame  of  mind  for  a  sermon. 
Sometimes  a  very  little  thing  inspires  one  with 
a  strong  and  unreasonable  repugnance  ;  such 
a  repugnance  he  felt  at  entering  the  dark, 
cool  little  church,  into  which  the  more  devout 
villagers  were  passing  by  twos  and  threes. 
Was  he  oTowing^  whimsical  in  his  oioom,  he 
wondered  ;  what  difference  could  an  hour 
spent  in  a  church  make  one  way  or  the  other 
to  him  ? 

So  his  sisters  went  in  alone,  and,  leaving 
the  churchyard,  he  strolled  up  the  hill-side  on 
which  the  church  was  built,  and  found  a 
shady  seat  under  a  pear-tree,  whence  he  could 
see  the  low-lying  village  with  its  pointed  red 
roofs,  and  the  old  church  with  its  red-tiled 
spire  above  it.  Below  this  rising  ground  was 
a  broad  level  country  with  long  lines  of 
poplars  marking  the  high  road,  and  a  tranquil 
river  winding  placidly  through  the  unfenced 
fields,  where  the  corn  stood  yellowing  for  the 
sickle,  and  cattle  pastured,  and  the  strong 
oxen   rested   from    their    toil.       Music    came 
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faintly  from  a  lioliday  boat  on  the  river  and 
tlie  voices  of  loungers  in  Sunday  dress  were 
heard  now  and  then  in  a  snatch  of  song  or 
burst  of  laus^hter  from  below,  otherwise  the 
silence  of  August  brooded  over  the  wide 
sunny  land — even  the  church -bell  was  still. 

The  level  country  through  which  the  blue 
river  flowed  so  peacefully,  stretched  away  and 
away  into  infinite  distance,  till  its  vague  blue- 
ness  melted  into  the  deep  azure  of  the  cloud- 
less sky.  The  dreamy  fascination  of  the  broad 
unvaried  levels  is  somethino^  like  the  stronsfer 
charm  of  the  wide  sea,  and  the  silence  of  the 
plains  awes  the  listener,  though  in  a  different 
manner,  as  the  unceasins^  music  of  the  waves 
does  ;  both  conduce  to  reverie,  and  suo-o-est 
far-off  thoughts.  Half  an  hour  quickh'  passed 
away  in  the  charmed  silence,  which  was 
scarcely  interrupted  by  the  organ  music  and 
chanting  of  vespers  rising,  hushed  by  distance, 
from  the  church,  and  many  thoughts  passed 
through  Edward's  mind  as  he  sat  alone  in  the 
leafy  shade.  If  Alice  had  married  Paul  he 
could  have  borne  it,  for  she  loved  him  ;   but 
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the  idea  of  this  marria(2^e  with  Gervase  was 
insupportable ;  her  face,  as  he  had  last  seen  it 
that  summer  day  at  Arden,  haunted  him ;  it 
was  not  that  of  a  happy  bride.  Why  had  she 
accepted  "  that  fellow  ?  "  There  was  some 
mystery  which  he  could  never  hope  to 
fathom.  Everything  was  going  wrong,  he 
tliouo'ht. 

o 

Whenever  he  had  come  in  contact  with 
other  lives  he  had  brought  trouble  ;  he  had 
deprived  Alice  of  the  lover  of  her  youth,  and 
she  had  drifted  into  this  loveless  marriage 
which  promised  no  joy.  In  moments  of 
despondence,  the  thought  of  Paul's  fate  was 
wont  to  sting  him  with  a  keen  reproach.  The 
outward  reproach  was  more  painful  to  one 
of  his  frank,  open-hearted  nature  than  any  one 
suspected,  but  that  which  continually  recurred 
within,  the  feelino-  of  liavino;  caused  the  death 
of  one  bound  to  him  by  so  many  ties,  was  far 
worse.  He  did  not  yield  to  it ;  he  was  not 
one  to  waste  strength  over  what  could  not  be 
altered,  but  there  were  times  when  the  sense 
of     being    overshadowed    by    some     malign 
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influence     ag^ainst     wliicli     nothing;     availed 
oppressed  him,  and  almost  made   him  believe 
in  the  Gledesworth   curse.     At  such  times  he 
saw  the  face  of  his  aunt,  her  cold  eyes  alight 
with  anger,  when  she  pronounced  the   double 
curse  upon  him,  and   only  with  stout  striving 
could  he    shake    off  this   waking  nightmare. 
To-day  was  such  a  time  of   weakness,  of  pain- 
ful  memories   and    despondent  forecasts.     If 
only  the   dead   could  return,  if  he  could  but 
see  Paul  Annesley  alive  once  more,  he  thought 
with  a   desperate  yearning,  for  the  futility  of 
which  he  scorned  himself. 

But  brooding  over  the  irrevocable  was  as 
useless  as  it  was  weak,  so  he  rose  and  went 
back  to  the  church,  where,  as  he  supposed, 
some  good  man  was  trying  to  show  people 
the  way  to  walk  through  this  dark  and 
devious  world.  But  the  sermon  was  over, 
and  the  music  told  him  that  Benediction  had 
begun. 

It  was  refreshing  to  dip  the  linger  into  the 
holy-water  stoup,  and  to  change  the  broad 
blaze  of  sunshine  without  for  the  cool  shado^\'s 
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within,  where  the  soft  mellow  music  rose  and 
floated  through  the  incense-laden  air.  He 
stole  noiselessly  in,  and  took  up  his  station 
near  the  entrance  by  a  massive  pillar  cool  to 
the  touch,  and  listened  to  the  subdued  singing 
of  the  "  Salutaris  Hostia."  When  he  raised 
his  head  and  glanced  over  the  church,  all  was 
at  first  dark  to  his  sun-dazzled  eyes,  as  religion 
is  to  people  blinded  by  the  fierce  glare  of 
worldliness. 

Graduallv  he  made  out  the  forms  of  women 
in  great  white  caps,  children,  a  man  in  blouse 
and  sabots,  a  bourgeoise  or  two,  the  slim 
figures  of  his  sisters,  fair-haired  and  con- 
spicuous in  fresh  white  dresses.  Some  stray 
sunbeams  here  and  there  shot  a  long  tliick- 
moted  shaft  across  nave  and  chancel,  on  the 
liijih  altar  the  2; olden  vessel  containing  the 
Host  glittered  unveiled.  How  like  and  how 
unlike  it  was  to  a  village  church  at  home ! 
How  like  and  how  unlike  were  the  rustic 
worshippers,  people  who  toiled  much  and  had 
many  sorrows  and  fears  and  more  happiness 
than  they  knew,  to  whom  creeds  were  little, 
VOL.  III.  43 
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and  true  religion  much,  people  who  were 
there  from  habit  and  in  deference  to  public 
opinion,  or  who  sought  in  the  quiet  and 
consecrated  place  balm  for  bitter  sorrow  and 
guidance  in  dire  perplexities  !  Thus  far  the 
English  villagers  and  the  French  were  alike, 
the}'  only  differed  outwardly  and  in  their  way 
of  expressing  these  things.  And  the  priest  ? 
He  could  not  see  this  priest's  face  in  the 
grloom ;  he  would  differ  from  the  Enoiish 
country  parson  more  widely  than  the  rural 
parishioners  of  both  nations  differed  from  each 
other. 

A  second  motet  began,  and  fell  with  a 
healing  charm  upon  Edward's  soothed  ears  ; 
<2[ood  thouoiits  came  into  his  mind,  va^'ue 
aspirations  after  a  better  life.  Stern  Pro- 
testant tliouo'h  he  was,  he  acknowledsfed  that 
this  sacred  singing  of  hymns  in  an  unknown 
tongue  might  lift  up  the  heart,  and  be  better 
than  nothino'.  Then  came  the  final  livmn, 
incense  floated,  the  priest,  mounting  a  ladder 
and  taking  the  Sacrament  in  his  hands,  faced 
the   people   in   the    act  of   benediction ;    the 
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solemn  moment  had  arrived  and   all   bowed 
down. 

"  The  shrill  bell  rings,  the  censer  swings, 
And  solemn  chants  resound  between." 

But  Edward,  wliile  he  knelt,  looked  up  full 
in  the  face  of  the  priest  ;  a  face  calm  with 
the  unearthly  calm  of  the  cloister,  yet  marked 
with  the  traces  of  past  storm  ;  a  remarkable 
face,  in  which  the  inextinojuishable  lire  of  the 
eyes  belied  the  unnatural  stillness  of  the 
features  ;  a  face  in  the  summer  of  life, 
crowned  with  dark  hair  and  scarred ;  a  face 
seldom  absent  from  the  gazer's  memory — the 
face  of  Paul  Annesley. 

The  church  seemed  to  swim  in  a  flood  of 
lurid  light  ;  the  figure  of  the  priest  to  shudder 
away  as  figures  do  in  dreams  ;  all  became 
vague] save  the  burning  radiance  of  the  deep- 
blue  eyes,  and  the  golden  vessel  making  the 
sif]^n  of  the  cross  in  the  tremblins^  hands.  The 
chanting^  of  the  choir  sounded  faint  and 
strange,  pierced  as  it  was  by  the  silver  sound 
of  the  bell ;  the  incense  seemed  to  intoxicate 

43* 
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and  overwhelm ;  everything  came  to  a  blank 
void  for  a  time,  and  then  all  was  natural  again, 
and  with  a  clear  gaze,  though  with  a  heavily- 
throbbing  heart,  Edward  saw  in  the  calm 
features  of  the  priest  in  the  act  of  benediction, 
the  familiar  face  he  had  last  seen  ablaze  with 
passion,  and  hungry  for  his  life. 

He  w^as  quite  sure,  soberly  certain.  Those 
tremulous  hands  now  blessing  the  people  with 
the  Holy  Sacrament  were  the  same  then  laid 
with  murderous  purpose  upon  him.  Those 
eyes,  with  the  startled,  pained,  intent  gaze 
into  his,  were  the  same  which  glowed  upon 
him  then  with  blind  fury.  He  ^vlio  had  been 
dead  was  alive  agi'ain,  standing;  before  him  : 
no  phantom,  for  never  phantom  gazed  with 
such  human  pain,  but  a  living,  breathing, 
suffering^  man. 


PART'    VI. 


OHAPTEE   I. 

ON     THE     BKINK. 

The  tyrant  Time,  avIio  wastes  and  destroys 
so  relentlessl}'  in  his  fliglit,  whose  swift  onrush 
no  power  may  stay,  when  once  past  becomes 
the  slave  of  thouoiit  and  imas^ination.  The 
chronicler  bids  him  advance  and  retire  at 
will ;  he  waves  his  magic  rod  and  it  is  no  more 
the  hour  of  Benediction  in  the  little  French 
village.  Five  years  roll  back,  and  Paul 
Anneslev,  liavino-  left  his  friends  at  the  river's 
source,  is  speeding  down  the  hilly  path  like 
one  chased  by  demons. 

He  was  in  such  a  tempest  of  confused 
passion  on  that  day  that  he  scarcely  knew 
what  he  was  doing  ;  as  men  are  drunk  with 
excess  of  wine,  so  was  he  drunk  with  the 
excess  into  which  unchecked  passions  always 
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run  more  or  less.  He  had  never  tried  to 
bridle  himself  ;  he  could  not  do  so  now  ;  the 
evil  in  him  had  grown  to  such  mastering 
might.  As  men  drunk  with  wine  can  give  no 
clear  account  of  their  actions  when  sobered,  so 
it  was  with  him.  He  never  knew  afterwards 
precisely  why  he  left  the  party  of  friends  at 
the  spring,  or  what  had  been  his  exact  pur- 
pose in  following  the  downward  path  in  such 
hot  haste ;  he  could  only  recall,  as  one  recalls 
the  incidents  in  a  dreadful  dream,  a  chaos  of 
fierce  despair  within  him,  lighted  as  by  a  flash 
of  fire  by  the  cheery  sound  of  a  man's  voice 
singing  in  the  careless  gaiety  of  a  heart  at 
ease — 

"  There  we  lay,  all  the  day, 
In  the  Bay  of  Biscay  0." 

The  blithe  singing  kindled  a  dreadful  im- 
pulse in  his  heart  and  stimulated  his  mind  to 
unnatural  activity.  It  made  him  remember 
the  nature  of  the  ground  lower  down.  Some- 
thing whispered  to  him  not  to  overtake  the 
singer,  but  to  dash  with  silent  swiftness  into 
the  wood  and  wait  hidden  beneath  the  trees, 
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where  the  .slope  of  the  ground,  steeply 
descending  to  the  path  on  the  broken  brink 
of  the  rocky  scarp,  gave  an  advantage  in  a 
sudden  attack.  A  grim  voice  told  him  that 
no  one  would  know,  the  path  was  so  slippery 
with  moss  and  so  broken  at  the  verge.  They 
had  marked  the  spot  in  their  upward  course 
in  the  morning,  and  said  how  easily  an  acci- 
dent might  occur — a  false  step,  a  fit  of 
abstraction,  then  a  dash  on  the  rocks  below, 
and  thence  into  the  deep  green  river.  There 
could  be  no  afterwards,  as  was  said  of  the 
prisoners  in  the  Bastille. 

He  had  not  long  to  wait  beneath  the 
sighing  pines  ;  the  object  of  his  fierce  passion 
drew  nearer,  tracked  by  his  snatch  of  careless 
song,  and  suspecting  nothing.  The  light- 
hearted    sinoino'  stuna  the    silent  listener    to 
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keener  purpose.  The  song  ceased  suddenly, 
when  Paul  sprang  tiger-like  from  the  bank 
upon  his  prey,  and  with  the  impetus  given  by 
the  spring  added  to  the  strong  pushing  of 
his  arms,  tried  to  hurl  him  into  the  depths 
below. 
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But  Edward,  tliouf^h  caught  unawares,  was 
taller  than  his  cousin  and  stronger,  his  bodily 
powers  were  better  trained,  and  he  grappled 
at  once  with  his  unexpected  adversary,  whom 
he  had  not  time  to  recoo^nise,  thou^fh  his 
breath  was  hot  upon  his  face  ;  but  his  words 
revealed  him — words  which  Paul  forgot  as 
soon  as  uttered,  but  Edward  never. 

The  struo^crle  was  no  lioiit  one.  The 
strength  of  unbridled  fury  was  pitted  against 
the  instinct  of  self-preservation  ;  it  seemed  as 
if  the  terrible  embrace  could  never  end  but  in 
the  death  of  both  cousins.  At  last  in  the 
dreadful  whirl  Edward  succeeded  in  flin^ino- 
his  cousin  from  him,  in  what  direction  he 
could  not  tell,  and  in  the  rebound  lie  fell 
himself  backwards,  striking  his  head  against 
the  rocky  ground  and  losing  consciousness. 

Paul  went  over  the  brink,  grasping  with 
wild  instinct  at  the  air,  and  blindlv  catchino- 
the  birchen  bough  which  hung  over  the  river, 
projecting  far  from  the  rocky  wall. 

The  shock  of  his  rapid  descent  and  the 
immediate  peril  which  he  faced,  checked  the 
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fierce  current  of  his  fury  and  restored  him 
to  the  self-consciousness  which  passion  of  any 
kind  abnegates  ;  and  then  ensued  a  moment, 
the  keenest  and  most  terrible  that  can  come  to 
mortal  man — the  moment  in  which  the  veil  of 
passion  and  prejudice  is  lifted  from  the  eyes 
of  the  soul,  and  all  things  stand  naked  and 
clear  as  in  the  searchino'  o\aze  of  the  Juds^e  of 
all  men. 

The  bough,  quivering  beneath  his  weight, 
bounded  and  rebounded  like  some  fearful 
balance  between  heaven  and  earth,  nay, 
between  heaven  and  a  yawning  hungry  hell ; 
every  bound  threw  him  wildly  in  the  air, 
loosened  the  grasp  of  his  clinging  hands,  and 
threatened  to  hurl  him  into  the  depths  below : 
but  one  more  bound  and  he  must  ^o  ;  the 
fate  which  he  had  prepared  for  another  had 
overtaken  himself.  He  knew  bv  the  aironv 
with  which  his  strono-  voun<^  life  shrank  from 
its  sudden  and  violent  extinction,  how  dread- 
ful was  the  crime  he  had  meditated  atrainst 
that  other  young  life  kindred  to  his  own. 

At   supreme    moments   like  these,  Eternity 
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asserts  itself,  the  shadow,  Time,  practically 
ceases,  and  the  thoughts  and  experiences  of  a 
lifetime  crowd  into  one  brief  moment  by  the 
clock.  All  Paul  Annesle3^'s  life  rose  before 
him  during  one  rebound  of  the  slight  spring 
which  held  him  suspended  above  certain  death. 
A  flash  of  wild  remorse  lighted  the  deepest 
recesses  of  his  soul ;  only  to  unliye  the  recent 
past  he  would  have  given  all  that  went  before 
had  that  been  possible.  A  few  minutes 
before,  life  had  seemed  so  bitter  that  death  was 
a  coveted  boon ;  but  now,  in  the  near  view 
of  Death's  grim  face,  life  had  an  unspeakable 
sweetness  :  his  vio;orous  vitality  revolted 
against  dissolution,  his  soul  shuddered  at  a 
hereafter  vague  with  retribution,  and  he,  who 
did  not  pray  before,  sent  up  a  wild  cry  to 
Heaven  for  help.  Then  it  was  that  his 
agonized  gaze  caught  the  face  of  Gervase 
Eickman  looking  down  upon  him,  and  he 
heard  his  voice  entreating  him  to  hold  on  a 
little  lousier. 

But  no  entreaty  could   stay  the  slipping  of 
the  boughs  through  his  burning  hands  ;    help 
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must  come  at  once  if  lie  was  to  be  saved. 
One  more  vibration  of  the  over-strained  spring 
on  wliicli  lie  was  poised,  sent  liim  upwards, 
and  the  downward  rebound  was  so  strong 
that  the  bou<>ii  cracked  with  a  shock  that 
jerked  his  now  tremulous  hands  from  their 
strained  clino'ino' ;  he  felt  the  slidino*  of  the 
last  twigs  through  his  bleeding  palms,  a  wild 
whirl  and  the  shock  of  water  smiting  his  body 
as  he  met  it  lengthwise,  then  the  end,  dark- 
ness, and  with  it  calm. 

The  silent  darkness  could  not  have  lasted 
lono'  for  when  life  returned  to  him,  he 
found  himself  drifting  face  upwards  upon  the 
surface  towards  the  French  shore  ;  the  cur- 
rent had  carried  him  past  the  little  promon- 
tory beneath  the  spot  where  he  fell ;  stiff, 
bruised  and  dazed  thouoii  he  was,  he  struck 
out  instinctively,  though  he  could  not  swim, 
and  kept  himself  up  till  he  saw  some  over- 
hanging sallow  branches,  grasping  at  which, 
he  pulled  himself  out  of  the  rapid  current  on 
to  a  shelving  shore,  which  made  a  little  ledge 
at  the  foot  of  the  precipitous  clilTs. 
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He  drew  himself  up  under  the  sallow  bushes 
and  sought  in  his  pockets  for  brandy,  which 
he  carried  for  the  benefit  of  the  excursion 
party.  His  handkerchief  fell  out  as  he  did 
this,  and,  a  thought  striking  him,  he  threw  it 
into  the  stream,  which  carried  it  farther  down, 
where  it  was  afterwards  found,  together  with 
a  guide-book  inscribed  with  his  name. 

The  brandy  revived  him,  and  he  presently 
found  that  he  was  uninjured,  though  bruised 
and  strained  ;  falling,  as  he  did,  into  the 
centre  of  the  stream,  he  had  escaped  rocks. 
He  remembered  now  that  Edward  had  fallen 
in  the  opposite  direction  to  himself,  and  was 
no  doubt  safe,  and  then  he  took  the  decision 
from  which  he  never  afterwards  swerved.  He 
had  appeared  to  die  before  the  eyes  of  Ger- 
vase  Eickman,  he  was  virtually  dead,  and  it 
was  best  so ;  there  was  no  occasion  for  him 
to  come  to  life  ao'ain. 

After  resting  a  while  under  the  bushes, 
which  effectually  concealed  him  from  the 
searchers,  he  found  that  the  little  ledge  upon 
which  he  landed  led  up  to  a  broken  cleft  in 
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the  cliff,  scarcely  large  enough  to  be  called  a 
gorge,  but  sufficiently  marked  to  form  a  rude 
ascent,  up  which  he  climbed.  Having  reached 
the  summit,  he  struck  across  the  mountainous 
country  at  right  angles  to  the  river.  In  those 
remote  places,  nothing  human  was  to  be  seen, 
save  one  or  two  peasants  at  work  or  guard- 
ing flocks,  and  these  he  carefully  avoided, 
like  the  fugitive  he  was.  So  he  stole  can- 
tiously  along  until  the  thunderstorm  broke 
and  the  deluge  of  rain  which  descended  made 
his  soaked  clothes  appear  natural  and  the  loss 
of  his  hat  nothinfy  unusual. 

The  fury  of  the  Alpine  storm  was  as 
nothing  to  him  after  the  spiritual  cataclysm 
through  which  he  had  passed  ;  he  walked  on 
bare-headed  beneath  the  awful  splendour  of 
the  iao-o-ed  lioiitnino-s  and  the  rushes  of  rain  : 

O      CO  C  o 

now  the  heavens  opened  above  him  and  let 
down  sheets  of  blue  and  purple  flame,  dis- 
covering vast  mountain  prospects  and  the 
distant  plains  of  France  in  their  lurid  glare  ; 
now  the  deafening  crack  and  roar  of  the 
thunder,  which  rolled  round  him  and  crashed 
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among  the  liills  till  tliey  seemed  to  rock  and 
split  in  the  agonizing  shock,  reached  his  ears ; 
then  the  flood  of  rain  on  the  ground  blazed 
like  molten  metal  beneath  his  feet,  and  chains 
and  forks  of  fire  flashed  before  him ;  then 
came  a  crash  which  made  the  solid  earth 
shake  beneath  him  and  the  mountains  shud- 
der above.  He  scarcely  heeded  the  majesty 
and  terror  of  the  spectacle,  but  walked  on  in 
a  dazed  despair,  with  no  aim  but  the  vague 
one  of  escaping  from  the  past  and  cutting 
himself  ofi*  from  the  memorv  of  livino-  men. 
In  the  apathy  of  exhaustion  which  succeeds 
overstrained  feelings  he  scarcely  heeded  the 
tono'ue  of  fire  which  with  a  hissino-  sound 
split  a  tree  a  little  in  advance  of  him.  The 
tree,  green  a  moment  before,  was  black  and 
charred  when  he  passed  beneath  it.  But 
afterwards,  it  seemed  little  short  of  a  miracle 
that  he  had  not  been  struck,  as  he  must  have 
been  had  he  passed  it  a  few  minutes  earlier. 
When  the  storm  abated  he  reached  a  little 
lonely  farm,  and  there  took  shelter. 

As   a  storm- driven   tourist,  his  appearance 
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excited  no  surprise,  and  having  had  his 
clothes  dried  and  cleansed  to  some  extent,  he 
procured  a  straw  hat  from  the  farmer  and  set 
forward  again  after  supper. 

"  Que  Dieu  vous  accompagne.  Monsieur," 
said  the  farmer,  in  reply  to  his  farewell,  and 
the  pious  greeting  touched  his  troubled  heart. 

Does  God  accompany  murderers  P  he 
asked  himself,  as  he  dragged  his  weary  limbs 
aimlessly  onwards,  followed  by  the  demons  of 
remorse  and  despair. 

The  farmer  had  taken  him  for  a  French- 
man, his  accent  was  so  pure  and  his  idiom  so 
ready  ;  he  thought  it  would  be  ^rell  if  others 
did  the  same,  because  as  a  Frenchman  he 
could  more  easily  conceal  himself. 

Night  was  falling  by  this  time,  and  large 
lustrous  stars  were  looking  pensively  from  the 
clear  sky.  They  seemed  to  his  shaken  spirit 
to  be  accusing  him.  Ilis  way  lay  across  a 
hilly  region,  and  in  his  mental  preoccupation 
the  farmer's  clear  directions  for  the  hoiirgade 
at  which  he  meant  to  pass  the  night  became 
confused,  and  he  took  the  wrong  path,  keep- 
voL.  III.  44 
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ing  westward  nevertheless,  b'y  the  aid  of  stars 
and  a  pocket  compass  on  his  watch-chain. 

While  trudging  wearily  and  doggedly  on, 
as  if  fleeing  from  an  invisible  spirit  of  justice, 
he  remembered  with  a  sort  of  rapture  that  he 
had  not  killed  his  cousin  after  all,  and  his 
heart  rose  to  Heaven  in  silent  unutterable 
thanksgiving.  It  was  possible  to  live  now 
that  his  hands,  though  not  his  soul,  were 
clean  of  the  awful  stain  of  murder  ;  in  the 
other  case  neither  life  nor  death  would  have 
been  endurable  ;  there  would  have  been  no 
way  to  fly,  as  he  had  realized  when  poised  on 
that  awful  balance,  "  infinite  wrath  and  in- 
finite despair."  Doubtless  a  merciful  Power 
ruled  the  destinies  of  men,  and  to  him,  Paul 
Annesley,  had  shown  a  mercy  beyond  the 
ordinary  working  of  natural  laws,  had  mira- 
culously rescued  both  soul  and  body  from  the 
pit  of  hell. 

Deep  and  solemn  thoughts  moved  dove-like 
upon  the  troubled  waters  of  his  soul  and 
wrought  peace  and  order  in  those  chaotic 
depths.     The  stars  shone  in  increasing  mul- 
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titudes  above  him';  it  was  long  past  midnight, 
his  hmbs  dragged  more  heavily,  neither  town 
nor  villa^'e  was  within  sio;ht.  The  air  was 
chill,  the  ground  soaked ;  he  could  not  lie 
down  in  the  open.  Presently  he  found  a  rude 
shed  within  a  wood,  a  shelter  for  charcoal- 
burners  or  wood-cutters.  Beneath  the  rough 
roof  it  was  fairly  dry  and  partly  littered  with 
bracken.  Here  he  lay  down  and  slept  a 
dreamless  sleep  till  the  crimson  morning 
looked  in  and  touched  his  eyes. 

Then  he  waked,  and  wondered  at  the  beauty 
of  the  long  crimson  shafts  that  shivered  upon 
the  tree-trunks,  the  mystic  peace  which  rested 
on  the  unstirred  leaves,  the  fresh  radiance  of 
the  dew,  the  glory  and  the  purity  of  the  hour 
when  the  new-born  day  springs  forth  in  its 
eternal  youth.  He  enjoyed  the  splendour 
only  for  a  moment ;  the  sight  of  the  rough 
boards  of  his  unwonted  sleeping  -  chamber 
called  him  back  to  the  bitterness  of  life. 

To  wake  to  a  new  sorrow  is  bitter,  but  to 
wake  to  a  new  sin,  worse.  TJiey  were  doubt- 
less sleeping,  he  thought,  and  when  they  woke 

44* 
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would  think  of  liim  as  one  dead,  and  as  such 
would  draw  a  pitying  veil  over  his  frailties. 
He  could  now  think  of  Ahce  as  Edward's  wife 
without  pain  ;  his  wild  passion  was  swept 
away  in  the  torrent  of  spiritual  anguish.  Ever 
since  the  day  on  the  lake  with  Alice,  he  had 
felt,  thouo'h  not  acknowledsfed,  somethinor 
more  bitter  than  the  fact  that  she  loved 
Edward — the  fact  that  she  must  always  de- 
spise him,  that  pity  must  henceforth  be  the 
softest  feeling  he  could  expect  from  her  ;  her 
presence  had  become  agony  to  him,  though  he 
clung  to  it  with  a  strange  persistence.  He 
did  not  like  to  think  of  the  mother  he  was 
leaving  childless,  but  deep  down  in  his  inmost 
heart  the  memory  of  the  home  she  had  made 
so  miserable  spoke  strongly  against  the  chance 
of  going  back  to  live  with  her,  and  helped  to 
persuade  him,  together  with  his  disgust  of  life, 
that  it  was  but  a  just  atonement  to  Edward  to 
seem  to  die  that  his  cousin  might  have  his  in- 
heritance. 

The  morning  air  was  sharp,  and  called  him 
unrested   from    his    temporary    shelter.       He 
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Avalked  on  till  lie  reached  a  cottage,  and  asked 
his  way  to  a  village,  where  he  found  food  and 
rested  till  afternoon. 

He  was  very  stiff  and  weary,  though  scarcely 
conscious  of  bodily  sensations  in  his  inward 
distress  ;  he  walked  on,  nevertheless,  choosing 
by-ways  and  unfrequented  districts,  avoiding 
railways  and  high  -  roads,  thinking  thus  to 
escape  the  chance  of  recognition. 

Xo  distinct  plan  had  yet  formed  itself  in  his 
mind ;  he  had  only  a  vague  desire  to  flee 
away  and  be  at  rest,  a  dim  hope  that  continual 
bodily  movement  would  quiet  his  inward  fever. 
He  walked  on,  therefore,  in  spite  of  increasing 
fatigue  and  pains,  till  night,  rested  in  a  village 
inn,  and  rose  unrefreshed  next  morning  to 
continue  his  way. 

It  was  Sunday  morning ;  the  September 
sun  was  shining  warmly  on  the  ripening  grapes 
in  the  vineyards  on  the  sunny  slopes  of  that 
hilly  region  in  the  Yosges  ;  the  sedate  tinkle 
of  church  bells  was  heard  in  the  stillness  ;  now 
a  troop  of  pretty  maidens  and  prematurely 
aged    matrons    were    going    to    some    village 
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clmrch ;  now  a  pleasure-party,  in  an  odd 
clumsy  veliicle,  half  cart,  half  carriage,  was 
jogging  along  the  dusty  causeway  to  a  neigh- 
bouring farm  or  hamlet  ;  every  creature, 
human  or  otherwise,  seemed  gay  and  inno- 
cent, only  he  was  out  of  tune,  an  anomaly  in 
a  bright  world. 

He  reached  a  pretty  hamlet  among  the  vine- 
yards in  a  fold  of  the  hills  ;  it  was  now  very 
hot,  a  heavy  langour  was  creeping  over  him, 
and,  seeing  the  church  door  open  as  if  to  in- 
vite him,  he  went  in.  The  music  was  not 
beautiful,  but  it  soothed  him,  together  with 
the  shade  and  coolness  ;  he  scarcely  noticed 
that  the  choir  sans;  throuo-h  their  noses,  nor 
did  the  rest  of  the  congregation. 

Eeligion  was  a  subject  to  which  Paul  An- 
nesley  had  given  little  attention.  He  did  not 
like  the  very  pronounced  specimen  his  mother 
affected  ;  it  appeared  to  act  as  a  stimulant 
upon  all  the  least  agreeable  elements  in  her 
character  ;  it  had  struck  him  very  early  in 
life  that  she  was  always  most  religious  when 
most   vile-tempered,    that    she    contemplated 
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with  evident  enjoyment  the  future  reprobation 
of  all  those  who  differed  from-  her.  His  French 
school  was  conducted  by  a  Protestant,  and 
French  Protestantism  is  not  a  seductive  re- 
ligion, especially  to  the  young.  Paul  often 
thought  that  there  might  after  all  have  been 
some  excuse  for  St.  Bartholomew's  Eve,  if  the 
Huguenots  of  those  days  resembled  the  Cal- 
vinists  of  his. 

But  his  relioious  instincts  were  all  awake 
and  quivering  with  painful  vitality  to-day,  and 
when  the  priest  began  his  simple  sermon,  he 
was  listening  with  hungry  eagerness  for  some 
clue  to  the  maze  of  misery  in  which  his  life 
was  involved.  Though  he  scarcely  heard  what 
the  old  priest  said  in  his  pure  and  simple 
French  to  his  "  children,"  something  in  his 
way  of  saying  it  and  something  in  his  face 
convinced  him  that  here  was  one  who  had 
found  a  clue  to  the  mystery  of  life.  A  simple 
kindly  life  such  as  this  priest's  would  be  a 
sweet  and  restful  thina',  he  thou^iit. 

But  when  the  office  was  ended,  and  he  found 
himseK  again  in  the   open  air,  sitting   on   the 


V.6  THE  EEPEOACII   OF  AXNESLEY. 

low  wall  of  a  vineyard  a  stone's  throw  from 
tlie  cliurcli,  idly  Avatcliing  tlie  briglit-eyed 
lizards  darting  over  the  stones  in  the  sun, 
something  the  gentle  old  priest  had  said 
seemed  to  illuminate  his  past  life.  "  Lose 
thyself  and  find  Me,"  a  sentence  from  an  old 
book  Paul  had  never  read,  an  echo  from  a 
still  older  book  he  had  read,  quoted  by  the 
preacher,  kept  repeating  itself  in  his  brain. 

The  pendulum  of  his  mind,  thus  strongly 
touched,  swung  to  the  other  extreme,  and 
with  all  the  intensity  of  his  nature  he  yearned 
to  sacrifice  himself  as  unreservedly  as  he  had 
once  striven  to  please  himself. 

While  he  was  thus  musing,  the  cure  ap- 
proached him,  a  tall,  bent,  white-haired  figure 
in  black  cassock  and  broad  hat,  and  stopped 
on  his  leisurely  way  to  the  presbytery,  not 
unwillino'  to  have  a  little  chat  with  a  strano-er, 
a  pleasure  seldom  enjoyed  in  that  remote 
hamlet.  He  had  seen  the  troubled,  passion- 
worn  face  amono'  the  well-known  faces  of  his 
little  flock,  and  something  in  the  strained 
wide  gaze  had  touched  him.   Here,  he  thought, 
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was  a  man  acquainted  witli  sorrow,  that 
strange  birthright  of  humanity. 

Paul,  replying  to  his  salutation,  raised  his 
eyes  from  the  lizards  and  looked  into  a 
venerable  and  kindly  face,  lined  with  years 
and  care,  but  peaceful  and  sweet,  and  felt  a 
o^rowino^  confidence  in  him. 

Monsieur  was  tired,  the  priest  surmised, 
after  a  few  words  had  been  exchanged  :  the 
day  was  hot  ;  would  he  come  into  the  pres- 
byter}^ and  rest  awhile  in  the  cool  ? 

Monsieur  was  glad  to  do  so,  and  soon  found 
himself  strolling  slowly  by  the  side  of  his  new 
acquaintance  through  the  narrow  lane  between 
the  vineyards  towards  the  presbytery,  a  white 
house  with  green  Venetian  shutters,  and 
shaded  in  front  by  a  great  walnut-tree. 
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The  interior  of  the  presbytery  was  very  cool 
and  clean  and  bare  ;  Paul  was  «iad  to  sink 
into  a  wooden  elbow-chair  by  the  window,  on 
the  sill  of  which  was  coiled  the  one  spoiled 
and  pampered  Sybarite  of  the  establishment, 
a  great  white  Angora  cat,  equally  idolized  by 
the  cure  and  his  housekeeper,  Mile.  Francoise, 
who  was  clatterino'  about  the  bare  brick  floor 
laying  the  cloth  for  dinner. 

She  was  extremely  glad  to  see  Monsieur, 
she  said  in  her  lii^h  shrill  voice,  it  was 
pleasant  for  M.  le  Cure  to  see  a  new  face 
sometimes.  It  was  a  most  fortunate  thing 
that  he  was  not  dining  at  the  chateau  to-day, 
and  still  more  fortunate  that  she  had  killed  a 
fowl ;  that  was  doubtless  the  inspiration  of 
some  saint. 
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Monsieur  Paul  was  duly  grateful  for  her 
hospitable  intentions,  and  acknowledged  the 
skilful  cooking  of  the  omelette  added  to  the 
festal  Sunday  dinner  expressly  for  him ;  yet 
he  so  troubled  his  host  by  the  injustice  he  did 
to  the  aood  fare  set  before  him,  that  he  was 
obliged  to  apologize  for  his  want  of  appetite, 
saying  that  he  was  unwell.  Nevertheless, 
good  manners,  with  the  aid  of  a  potent  home- 
made cordial  w^hicli  Father  Andre  adminis- 
tered to  him,  enabled  him  to  rouse  himself  to 
an  interestino'  conversation,  in  the  course  of 
which  Paul  discovered  that,  besides  speaking 
a  purer  French  than  most  rustic  clergy,  his 
host  had  evidently  seen  something  of  the 
world,  and  was  both  well-read  and  well-bred. 
His  bright  dark  eyes  looked  into  the  world 
with  a  pensive  cheerfulness,  his  features  were 
finely  cut,  and  the  long  white  hair  flowing 
beneath  his  skull-cap  finished  a  pleasing  and 
venerable  aspect. 

Paul's  black  beard,  at  that  time  an  unusual 
ornament  on  an  Eno-lish  face,  his  crisp  curlv 
hair,  his  dark-blue  eves  and  his  fiuent  Parisian 
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French  were  all  compatible  with  his  host's 
supposition  that  he  was  a  Frenchman ;  though 
his  conversation  occasionally  suggested  points 
of  view  distinctly  foreign.  The  fact  of  his 
being  on  a  walking  tour  further  pointed  to  a 
foreign  extraction  or  education. 

After  dinner,  they  adjourned  to  the  garden, 
where  Frangoise  had  placed  wine  and  fruit  on 
a  table  beneath  the  great  walnut-tree,  and 
whence  they  could  see  the  hamlet  dotted 
about  the  hill-slope  amid  vineyards  and 
orchards.  "  Thev  are  so  o-ood,"  Father 
Andre  said,  meaning  his  parishioners,  "  poor 
children,  their  troubles  are  oTeat.  Xext  week 
we  have  a  weddino-  •  a  2;Ood  brave  airl  in 
that  cottage  yonder  by  the  plane-tree,  who 
supported  her  widowed  mother  for  years,  is 
to  marry  a  nice  lad  from  a  farm  a  few  miles 
above  in  the  mountains.  I  shall  miss  the 
dear  child  ;  yes,  I  shall  miss  her." 

"You  will  still  have  a  large  family,"  Paul 
commented,  a  little  moved  by  this,  to  him, 
novel  way  of  disposing  of  domestic  feelings. 

"Yes,  yes,   but  I  shall  regret  Madeleine," 
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he  replied,  and  then  he  rose  and  apologized 
for  leaving  his  guest  while  he  went  to  see  one 
of  the  "  children,"  who  was  sick. 

He  did  not  return  until  after  vespers,  when 
he  found  Paul,  who  had  been  dozing  heavily 
since  his  departure,  very  ill,  too  ill  to  move. 
He  was  helped  to  bed,  where  he  remained  for 
weeks  ;  carefully  nursed  by  the  priest  and  his 
housekeeper,  both  of  whom  would  have 
thouo'ht  it  criminal  to  send  him  elsewhere  or 
to  trust  him  to  other  hands,  while  they  could 
tend  him. 

Next  morning,  after  a  night  of  fierce  pain, 
Paul,  finding  that  he  had  rheumatic  fever, 
desired  Fran^oise  to  give  him  his  clothes,  from 
the  pockets  of  which  he  took  such  papers  and 
letters  as  srave  anv  clue  to  his  identitv,  and, 
tearino'  them  with  difficultv,  bid  the  house- 
keeper  burn  them  on  the  hearth  before  his 
eyes.  Having  seen  this  done,  he  became 
delirious. 

"  The  good  God  has  indeed  sent  us  a  guest, 
Fran^oise,"  said  her  master,  on  entering  the 
room    shortly    after    and    looking    upon    this 
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spectacle,  "  poor  fellow !  He  is  no  doubt  a 
good  Catholic,  tliougli  a  foreigner  ;  I  was 
struck  by  his  devout  air  yesterday.  And  he 
is  in  trouble." 

"  But  his  hands,  Monsieur  le  Cure,"  re- 
turned Francoise,  pointing  them  out.  '-And 
what  terrible  language  is  he  speaking  ?  " 

It  was  the  bloody  mark  of  his  torn  hand 
on  the  white  home-spun  coverlet  which  had 
set  the  patient  raving  a  few  minutes  before, 
and  now  he  was  pointing  at  it,  and  crying 
out  about  Cain  and  his  ineffaceable  brand 
in  a  way  which  would  have  chilled  his 
listeners'  blood  had  thev  not  been  iiznorant 
of  Eno'lish. 

"  He  hurt  his  hands  in  climbino-  •  he  wore 
o^loves  over  some  kind  of  dressinsr  yesterday," 
replied  the  cure,  bidding  Francoise  remove  the 
stained  sheet  and  bind  up  the  hands.  Then 
he  did  what  Paul  had  foreseen,  turned  out 
his  pockets  in  search  of  his  name  and  address 
that  he  might  communicate  with  his  friends, 
and  found  nothing  but  a  pocket-book  full  of 
gold  and  notes,  a  well-filled  purse  and  some 
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jewels  of  price,  wliicli  he  put  aside  in  a  safe 
place. 

In  his  lucid  intervals  Paul  knew  how  severe 
his  illness  was,  yet  he  did  not  think  he  should 
die,  much  as  he  now  wished  for  death.  For 
since  he  had  twice  been  miraculously  pre- 
served, there  was  no  doubt  some  purpose  to 
be  fulfilled  in  his  life.  Perhaps  only  the 
purpose  of  expiation.  God's  mark  was  upon 
him  as  upon  Cain,  so  that  none  could  slay 
him  ;  he  was  doomed  to  live. 

But  as  he  grew  better,  he  began  to  form 
schemes  for  turning  the  life  of  which  he  was 
so  weary  to  some  useful  purpose,  and  when 
the  doctor  told  him  one  mornino-  that  all 
danger  was  past  and  time  and  good  nursina* 
alone  could  now  help  him,  he,  knowing  well 
what  illness  like  his  leaves  in  its  track,  faced 
the  probability  of  becoming  a  cripple,  a 
condition  which,  throwing  him  eventuaUy 
upon  charity  for  support,  might  lead  to  the 
discovery  he  feared. 

As  soon  as  he  could  hold  a  pen  he  wrote  to 
Captain    McEvray,    one    of    those    Highland 
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officers  whose  expensive  amusements  liai  so 
nearly  ruined  liim  in  the  days  of  his  poverty, 
and  pledging  him  to  secrecy,  explained  that 
civilized  life  had  become  insupportable  to  him, 
and  that,  wishing  to  break  completely  from 
all  past  connections,  he  had  taken  advantage 
of  an  accident  to  disappear.  Mcllvray  had 
lost  money  to  him  on  the  eve  of  his  Swiss 
journey,  and  not  having  means  of  payment  at 
hand,  had  given  him  his  acceptance  at  a  few 
months'  date.  Paul  therefore  desired  him  to 
forward  this  sum,  with  a  hundred  pounds  more ; 
and,  as  Mcllvray's  bill  would  be  found  among 
his  effects  and  presented  for  payment,  he  gave 
him  papers  for  the  whole  amount  dated  before 
his  supposed  death,  so  that  Mcllvray  could 
claim  payment  of  the  balance  due  to  him 
from  the  executors. 

Captain  Mcllvray,  being  just  then  under 
orders  to  go  to  India,  had  little  time  to  spend 
on  other  people's  affairs,  and  he  did  not  feel 
called  upon  to  prevent  Paul  Annesley's  virtual 
suicide.  The  money  therefore  safely  reached 
the  hands  of  Father  Andre,  together  with  a 
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letter  to  Paul,  in  wliicli  Mcllvray  ventured 
upon  a  brief  remonstrance  with  liim.  Thus, 
with  Mrs.  Annesley's  diamonds  and  a  valuable 
ring  intended  for  Alice,  Paul  was  in  possession 
ol  over  a  thousand  pounds,  sufficient  to  keep 
him  from  want. 

He  spent  many  weeks  of  acute  pain  and 
heavv  sickness  in  the  little  clean  bare  guest- 
chamber  of  the  presbytery,  seeing  nothing 
but  the  sky  through  the  white-curtained 
window,  the  crucifix  in  black  and  ivory  on 
the  white  wall,  the  wood-fire  crackling  on  the 
hearth,  and  four  fic^ures  which  chan2^ed  and 
melted  into  one  another  like  iii2jures  in  a 
dream ;  the  doctor  feeling  his  pulse  and  talk- 
ing in  a  low  voice,  but  not  to  him  ;  Fran^oise 
in  her  white  cap  and  sabots,  and  a  kind  of 
phantom  Frangoise  with  a  different  nose  and 
stouter  figure,  who  proved  to  be  Pauline,  her 
married  sister ;  and  the  cure,  clad  in  a  rusty 
black  cassock,  with  his  grey  locks  beneath  his 
skull-cap. 

The    latter   knelt    by   his    bedside    by   the 
hour,    praying   aloud    in  a   low    monotonous 
VOL.  III.  45 
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voice,  very  sootliing  to  the  patient,  who 
looked  at  him  with  the  loni^  wanderini:^ 
gaze  with  which  an  infant's  eyes  follow 
its  mother's  movements.  The  women  also 
varied  their  ministrations,  especially  at 
night,  by  telling  their  beads  aloud  ;  but 
their  prayers  sounded  more  business-hke 
than  the  Father's,  and  it  became  a  sort 
of  occupation  to  the  patient  to  speculate 
upon  the  slipping  of  the  beads  through 
their  fingers  in  a  given  time. 

When  he  was  able  at  last  to  sit  up, 
propped  with  cushions  at  the  open  window, 
it  was  warm  still  October  weather,  and  the 
country  was  full  of  the  cheery  sounds  of 
the  vintao'e.  He  could  see  the  vintao-ers 
at  work  on  the  sunny  slopes,  men,  women 
and  children  all  busy  and  happy,  singing 
and  laughing  from  morning  till  night.  The 
cure,  with  his  cassock  tucked  up,  was  busy 
in  his  own  little  vineyard  ;  Frangoise,  with 
the  ubiquity  and  ceaseless  industry  of  which 
only  French  women  are  capable,  was  out 
gathering   and    carrying    great    baskets     of 
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ripe  grapes,  the  choicest  clusters  of  which 
found  their  way  to  the  sick  room.  Paul, 
in  his  languor,  thought  he  would  like  to 
live  this  peaceful  life  for  ever. 

Yet  Father  Andre  found  time  to  read  to 
his  patient  and  talk  to  him,  and  by  some 
mysterious  process,  aided  by  one  or  two 
broken  hints  from  the  evidently  suffering- 
man,- discovered  much  of  what  was  passing 
in  his  mind.  Paul,  sundered  by  the  strano-e 
mental  experiences  of  sickness,  in  which 
weeks  have  the  effect  of  years,  from  his 
past  life  and  all  its  affections,  and  feeling  born 
again  into  a  different  world,  clung  to  his  gentle 
host  with  the  dependent  reverent  affection 
of  a  child ;  the  priest  on  his  part  loved  the 
younger  man,  as  only  those  cut  off  from 
natural  ties  can  love  strangers,  and  the 
two  looked  at  each  other  often  in  silent 
moments,  wondering  at  the  bond  which 
was  being  formed  between  them  and  at 
the  experiences  which  had  brought  each 
to  that  remote  village  presbyteiy  so  far 
from   the    original   sphere    of    either.     Thus 

45* 
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She  fell  at  De  Fontigny's  feet,  his  face 
and  clothing  were  splashed  with  her  blood. 
A  second  shot  followed — the  man  had  turned 
his  weapon  upon  himself.  De  Fontigny  stood 
among  the  masqueraders  in  the  brilliance  of 
the  ball-room,  his  ears  ringing  with  the  gay 
dance  music  and  the  sound  of  the  two  shots, 
motionless  with  horror,  while  the  dancing 
broke  up  in  wild  tumult  and  the  blood  of  his 
two  victims  stained  the  parquet. 

Father  Andre  paused,  trembled,  and  with 
an  apology  left  his  guest.  He  did  not  con- 
clude his  narrative  till  next  day,  when  he 
spoke  of  his  misery  and  remorse,  his  disgust 
with  follies  which  had  resulted  in  such 
tragedy,  his  flight  to  the  cloister,  and  its 
calm  round  of  prayer  and  toil,  which,  though 
it  at  first  soothed  him,  did  not  suffice  him. 
He  longed  for  activity  and  usefulness,  and 
after  havincr  bein^y  sent  out  on  one  or  two 
occasions  to  take  the  place  of  some  sick 
parish  priest,  was  appointed  to  this  little 
parish  of  Eemy,  where,  as  Paul  saw,  his  life 
was  a  course   of   labour,  prayer  and  service 
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to   liis  pcarisliioners,  of   whom   he  was    truly 
the  father. 

"  And  have  you  found  happiness  ?  '^  his 
listener  asked,  at  the  close  of  the  narrative. 

"  Not  happiness,  my  dear  son  ;  that  is  not 
of  this  world,  but  healing  and  peace." 

Paul  looked  up  with  moist  eyes  at  the  lined 
and  pensive  face  before  him,  and  his  decision 
was  taken. 

He  told  his  kind  friend  his  whole  history 
from  beginning  to  end,  and  added  his  deter- 
mination to  enter  the  relis^ious  life. 

Father  Andre  listened  with  sympathy,  and 
advised  him  to  pause  and  consider  well  before 
he  entered  a  life  for  which  he  might  have  no 
vocation.  He  reminded  him  that  as  yet  he 
was  not  even  a  Catholic. 

But  Paul's  resolution  was  taken  w^ith  the 
fiery  intensity  of  his  nature.  The  constant 
sight  of  the  crucifix  during  his  days  and 
nights  of  agony  had  consoled  and  strength- 
ened him,  as  that  august  sight  always  does  ; 
it  had  further  wrouoiit  with  the  morbid 
tendency  inseparable  from  combined  physical 
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She  fell  at  De  Fontigny's  feet,  his  face 
and  clothing  were  splashed  with  her  blood. 
A  second  shot  followed — the  man  had  turned 
his  weapon  upon  himself.  De  Fontigny  stood 
among  the  masqueraders  in  the  brilliance  of 
the  ball-room,  his  ears  ringing  with  the  gay 
dance  music  and  the  sound  of  the  two  shots, 
motionless  with  horror,  while  the  dancino: 
broke  up  in  wild  tumult  and  the  blood  of  his 
two  victims  stained  the  parquet. 

Father  Andre  paused,  trembled,  and  with 
an  apology  left  his  guest.  He  did  not  con- 
clude his  narrative  till  next  day,  when  he 
spoke  of  his  misery  and  remorse,  his  disgust 
with  follies  which  had  resulted  in  such 
tragedy,  his  flight  to  the  cloister,  and  its 
calm  round  of  prayer  and  toil,  which,  though 
it  at  first  soothed  him,  did  not  suffice  him. 
He  longed  for  activity  and  usefulness,  and 
after  havimy  beinsf  sent  out  on  one  or  two 
occasions  to  take  the  place  of  some  sick 
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to    his  parishioners,  of   whom    he  was    truly 
the  father. 

"  And  have  you  found  happiness  ? "  his 
listener  asked,  at  the  close  of  the  narrative. 

"  Not  happiness,  my  dear  son  ;  that  is  not 
of  this  world,  but  healing  and  peace." 

Paul  looked  up  with  moist  eyes  at  the  lined 
and  pensive  face  before  him,  and  his  decision 
was  taken. 

He  told  his  kind  friend  his  whole  history 
from  beofinnino^  to  end,  and  added  his  deter- 
mination  to  enter  the  relioious  life. 

Father  Andre  listened  with  sympathy,  and 
advised  him  to  pause  and  consider  well  before 
he  entered  a  life  for  which  he  mifrht  have  no 
vocation.  He  reminded  him  that  as  yet  he 
was  not  even  a  Catholic. 

But  Paul's  resolution  was  taken  with  the 
fiery  intensity  of  his  nature.  The  constant 
sight  of  the  crucifix  during  his  days  and 
nights  of  ai>"ony  had  consoled  and  strensfth- 
ened  him,  as  that  auo-ust  sii]^lit  always  does  ; 
it  had  further  wrought  with  the  morbid 
tendency  inseparable  from  combined  physical 
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and  mental  misery,  to  produce  in  him  the 
strange  rehgion  which  Carlyle  professed,  but 
like  the  windbag  he  was,  did  not  practise, 
and  named  the  Worship  of  Sorrow. 

Like  Father  Andre,  Paul  felt  that  joy  was 
impossible  to  one  whose  past  was  so  criminal, 
nothing  was  left  for  him  but  pain ;  he  now 
rushed  into  the  extreme  of  self-mortification. 
He  remained  some  months  at  the  presbytery, 
until  he  was  quite  recovered,  sharing,  as  far  as 
a  layman  could,  the  occupations  of  his  host, 
hking  the  peaceful  life,  for  which  he  felt  him- 
self unworthy,  and  instructed  and  curbed  by 
his  spiritual  father,  who  at  last  resigned  him 
to  the  community  with  whom  his  noviciate 
was  to  be  passed,  not  without  regret  and  deep 
heart-searchings. 

The  fire  which  had  burned  so  fiercely  on 
the  altar  of  human  love,  now  blazed  with 
stronger  fervour  at  a  loftier  shrine,  and  for  a 
year  or  two  Brother  Sebastian  passed  through 
a  strange  and  exciting  phase  of  spiritual  expe- 
rience ;  his  austerities  produced  their  natural 
result ; — visions  and  ecstasies — all  the  strange 
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tumult  of  over- wrought  religious  feeling, 
brio^htened  and  ennobled  bv  tlie  G^olden  thread 
of  pure  and  undefiled  religion  which  ran 
throuo'h  it  all,  and  which  runs  tliroui:^h  so 
many  strange  and  mysterious  human  vagaries. 
So  entirelj^  had  he  broken  with  his  former 
life,  that  it  seemed  sometimes  to  the  fervid 
Friar  Sebastian  as  if  Paul  Annesley  were  the 
phantom  of  some  half-forgotten  dream,  and 
the  people  he  had  known  and  loved,  fancies 
as  msubstantial.  Even  the  mother  he  had  so 
truly  loved,  in  spite  of  the  misery  she  had 
made  in  his  home,  faded  away.  A  Madonna 
in  the  convent  chapel  with  a  look  of  Alice  at- 
tracted him  strongly,  and  sometimes  set  him 
dreaming  of  those  far-off  phantoms,  and  then 
he  saw  Alice  married  happily  to  Edward,  and 
forgetful  of  the  trouble  he  had  cast  upon  her 
youth,  and  his  heart  ached  for  the  mother 
who  mourned  him  as  dead.  But  not  for  lom^ ; 
such  thoucfhts  were  driven  awaA',  if  not  bv 
gentler  means,  by  knotted  cords. 

Brother  Sebastian  had  only  once  travelled 
far  from  the  Dominican  Convent  in  which  he 
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had  taken  refuge  from  the  storm  of  life,  before 
he  was  sent  to  serve  the  church  in  which 
Edward  Annesley  saw  him  during  the  tempo- 
rary disabihty  of  the  cure,  and  on  that  first 
occasion  the  brief  encounter  by  the  Lake  of 
Geneva  occurred. 

Edward  looked  upon  that  first  meeting  as 
the  illusion  of  a  mind  overstrained  by  the 
perpetual  thought  of  a  man  whose  death  he 
had  caused.  That  brief  vision  was  made  more 
ghost-like  and  unreal  by  the  fact  that  Sebas- 
tian had  put  off  his  friar's  black  cloak  and 
hood,  and  was  wearing  only  the  white  tunic 
and  scapular  when  he  passed  Edward  ;  when 
he  saw  him,  by  immediately  putting  on  the 
black  mantle  and  hood,  he  became  incon- 
spicuous, and  thus  vanished  more  effectually 
than  he  could  have  done,  had  his  dress  re- 
mained white. 

Not  until  Edward  Annesley  saw  the  living 
Paul  standino'  at  the  altar  before  him  with 
that  wide  gaze  of  mingled  pain  and  dismay, 
did  he   realize  what  his  supposed  death  had 
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cost  liim.  For  reason  witli  himself  as  he 
would,  the  thought  that  Paul  had  actually 
met  his  death  at  his  hands  was  an  abiding 
o'rief.  Tliou2^h  he  did  not  qtow  morbid  over 
this  acute  memory,  it  made  him  very  sensitive, 
and  lent  the  keenest  sting  to  those  calumnies 
which  made  him  practically  a  social  outcast. 
There  were  moments  of  dejection  in  which  he 
did  indeed  attribute  to  himself  part  of  the 
guilt  which  had  apparently  resulted  in  the 
death  of  the  would-be  slayer ;  brief  moments 
reasoned  away  painfully  enough  by  the  reflec- 
tion that  when  he  flung  Paul  from  him,  he  did 
not  know  in  which  direction  either  of  them 
would  fall ;  that  he  was  not  sure  whether 
Paul  had  fluni2;  him  or  he  had  hurled  Paul, 
since  when  he  recovered  consciousness,  he 
could  remember  nothing;  but  Paul's  sudden 
attack  and  furious  words,  followed  by  a  wild 
whirl,  in  which  he  had  tried  to  wrest  himself 
from  the  hands  which  were  pushing  him  over 
the  brink,  and  had  at  last  fallen  senseless. 
Gervase  Eickman  alone  knew  all.  He  had 
seen   the  attack   from  a  higher   and    distant 
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point  in  the  path,  where  the  bend  of  the 
river  bank  projected  beyond  the  trees  which 
obscured  the  spot  lower  down,  and  had 
arrived  in  time  to  see  both  cousins  fall. 

If  Edward's  lips  had  not  been  sealed  by 
loyalty  to  the  supposed  dead  man,  it  would 
have  been  a  heaven  of  relief  to  him  to  have 
published  the  story  on  the  house-tops,  and 
thus  disburden  himself  of  a  secret  it  was  pain 
and  grief  to  keep. 

All  this  heavy  burden  fell  from  his  heart 
on  that  Sunday  afternoon  at  the  sight  of  the 
lost  Paul,  holdino^  the  Sacrament  and  blessino- 
the  kneeling  people  ;  such  a  deep  divine 
relief  came  to  him  after  the  first  shock  had 
passed  that  he  could  scarcely  think  what  to 
do  next.  His  sisters,  who  had  not  known 
their  cousin  so  intimately,  and  who  were  but 
children  at  the  time  of  his  loss,  did  not 
recooiiize  him  :  onlv  in  comino-  out  one  said 
to  the  other,  "  Of  whom  did  the  priest  remind 
you?     He  is  very  like  somebody." 

Then  their  brother  joined  ihem  and  walked 
only  part  of  the  way  back,  telling  them   that 
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he  had  seen  a  friend  whom  he  wished  to  over- 
take and  should  perhaps  be  away  for  an  hour 
or  two. 

When  he  returned  to  the  church,  he  found 
that  the  priest  had  abeady  left  it,  having 
disrobed  with  amazing  rapidity.  The  sacristan 
seemed  to  be  a  surprisingly  stupid  rustic  ;  he 
could  not  understand  Edward's  cfood  fluent 
French,  learnt  in  the  school  at  which  Paul 
had  been  with  him,  and  his  own  j^afois  was  so 
stron£{  that  it  was  difficult  for  Edward  to 
understand  him.  At  length,  however,  it  came 
out  that  the  strange  priest  was  stopping  at 
the  presbytery,  which  was  situated  in  a  spot 
to  reach  which  such  complicated  directions 
were  necessary,  that  Edward  bid  the  sacristan 
conduct  him  thither  personally.  But  this 
could  not  be  done  at  any  price,  not  even  for 
a  gold  ten-franc  piece,  the  sacristan's  duties 
at  the  church  were  so  uro-ent.  At  last  some 
one  was  found  to  act  as  c^uide,  and  the 
presbytery  was  eventually  reached.  The 
convalescent  cure  received  the  stranixer  with 
great  urbanity,  and  talked   so    much   that  it 
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was  difficult  to  get  a  word  in  edgeways,  and 
still  more  difficult  to  convey  any  ideas 
to  the  cures  understanding  after  the  words 
had  reached  his  ears.  Finally  Edward  heard 
that  Brother  Sebastian  (the  name  slipped 
out  at  an  unguarded  moment)  had  finished 
his  duties  at  Vauvieres  and  was  gone,  no 
one  knew  whither.  The  truth  that  Paul 
was  trying  to  conceal  himself  was  now 
obvious. 

Edward  returned  to  the  inn,  told  his 
mother  privately  what  had  occurred,  and  of 
his  intention  of  finding  the  fugitive  friar 
if  possible,  and  set  forth  on  his  chase, 
accompanied  by  his  servant,  who  spoke 
French. 

By  the  aid  of  this  man  he  found  out  that 
the  brother  had  left  the  village  on  foot  im- 
mediately after  Benediction. 

It  would  be  tedious  to  follow  in  detail  the 
chase  which  ensued.  Neither  railway  nor 
main  high-road  approached  that  secluded 
district,  and  a  few  inquiries  showed  that  the 
friar   had   not   gone   by   the   river.     It    was 
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therefore  best  to  follow  him  on  foot  through 
byways  and  woods,  which  Edward  did  when 
the  direction  in  which  Paul  left  Yauvieres 
had  been  ascertained.  Annesley's  pro- 
fessional trainino'  here  stood  him  in  o^ood 
stead ;  with  a  fair  map  and  a  thorough 
mastery  of  topographical  details,  together 
with  the  aid  of  his  man  Williams,  whom 
he  sent  on  a  parallel  route  to  his  own, 
and  bid  enqnire  diligently  along  the  road, 
he  traced  the  friar  to  a  convent  in 
the  town  of  Yolny.  He  then  applied  to 
the  superior  of  the  community  for  in- 
formation, which  was  politely  refused  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  leave  no  doubt  on  his 
mind  that  Paul  was  in  the  house.  This  he 
watched  with  such  assiduity  that  both  he  and 

his  man  incurred  the  suspicions  of  the 
authorities,  and  were  obliged  to  desist  after 
a  few  days. 

Nevertheless  they  still  hung  about  the 
town,  frequenting  churches  and  making 
inquiries  about  preaching  friars  to  no  effect. 
Though  Yolny  is  a  large  town,  it  is  as  well  to 
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save  trouble  to  the  learned  reader  by  recom- 
mending liim  not  to  -look  on  the  map  for  it, 
or  for  Yauvieres  or  Bourget,  because  per- 
haps he  will  not  find  them. 

Edward  was  bei^innini^  to  think  the  chase 
hopeless,  since  the  only  marks  of  identity  in 
the  fuf^itive  were  the  name  and  the  scar  :  for 
the  o'arb  was  a  concealment  rather  than  an 
aid.  One  evening  he  strolled  out  of  town 
when  the  dusk  was  falling,  racking  his 
brains  for  devices  to  reach  one  who  had 
cut  himself  off  from  every  possible  means  of 
communication  with  the  outer  world,  and 
rejecting  every  scheme  that  presented  itself 
in  turn,  when  he  came  to  a  dray  laden  with 
wine  casks  and  partially  overturned  in  the 
road.  One  of  the  draymen  had  been  hurt 
by  a  cask  rolling  upon  him,  the  other  was 
tearing  his  hair  and  reproaching  all  the 
saints  in  heaven  for  not  coming  to  his  aid. 
A  few  peasants,  attracted  by  his  cries,  were 
extricating  the  horses  and  righting  the 
dray.  Edward  took  off  his  coat  and  helped 
them. 
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While  lie  was  thus  occupied  he  did  not  see 
what  was  happening  to  the  injured  man,  who 
had  been  laid  aside  upon  some  sacks.  But 
when  he  had  done  all  he  could,  and  was 
standing  in  his  shirt-sleeves  wiping  his  face 
and  looking  in  the  now  moonlit  dusk  at  the 
righted  dray,  he  saw  a  figure  bending  over 
the  injured  man,  and  bandaging  his  head.  It 
was  that  of  a  Dominican  friar. 

His  heart  gave  a  strong  throb,  he  stepped 
into  the  shadow  of  the  way-side  trees  and 
watched  the  friar's  ministrations  in  silence. 

Presently  a  light  carriole  came  up,  the 
patient  was  lifted  into  it  and  driven  slowly 
away,  the  friar  gave  his  benediction  to  the  de- 
parting procession  of  dray,  carriole^  and 
friendly  peasants,  and  turning,  went  swiftly 
on  his  way  in  the  opposite  direction,  with- 
out observino'  that  motionless  fio-ure  in  the 
shadow. 

In  a  few  minutes  Edward's  quick  footsteps 
were  close  upon  him  and  reached  his  ear  ; 
but  he  did  not  turn.  Edward  was  side  bv 
side  with  him  when  he  spoke. 

VOL.  III.  4G 


162       THE  EEPHOACH  OF  AXNESLEY. 

"Paul,"  he  said—"  Paul  Annesley." 

Then  the  friar  turned  with  a  suppressed 
cry.  He  recognised  Edward's  face  in  the 
white  moonlight,  and  looked  swiftly  in  every 
direction  for  some  way  of  escape,  but,  seeing 
none,  stood  still,  with  folded  hands,  bent  head, 
and  downcast  eyes. 

"  At  last !  "  cried  Edward,  laying  a  vigorous 
hand  on  each  of  his  shoulders.  "  What 
a  chase  you  have  given  me.  Paul,  you  did 
a  wronc^  thin^^  and  a  cruel  thinij.  All 
these  years  we  thought  you  dead.  One 
word  from  you  would  have  made  all  the 
difference." 

The  gaunt  frame  quivered  beneath  Edward's 
stronof  touch  ;  the  hao-o-ard  face,  which  seemed 
terriblv  altered  in  that  cold  white  liijht, 
became  agitated — the  calm  mask  worn  for 
years  was  suddenly  rent  away  from  the  reality 
beneath  ;  and  the  gazer's  heart  was  pierced 
to  the  core  by  this  changed  aspect,  through 
which  his  old  familiar  friend  was  still  so 
visible. 

He  could  not  realize  that  Brother  Sebastian 
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was  the  living  reality  and  Paul  Annesley  the 
faded  dream.  The  monkish  garb  seemed  to 
him  but  a  piece  of  masquerade  which  must 
be  put  off,  and  with  it,  perhaps,  the  hues  of 
suffering;  in  the  wan  face. 

The  friar's  deep  blue  eyes  gazed  spell-bound 
and  full  of  unspeakable  feelings  into  the 
familiar  and  once  so  hated  face,  on  which,  as 
well  as  on  his  own,  the  record  of  troubled 
years  was  now  written,  but  he  could  utter  no 
word,  though  his  lips  moved  slightly ;  he 
could  scarcely  think — the  sight  of  Edward's 
honest  face,  graver  and  manlier,  if  so  much 
sadder  than  in  his  young  days,  stirred  him  so 
deeply. 

"  I  thought  you  dead  all  this  time,"  Edward 
continued.  "  You  don't  know  what  it  is  to 
think  your  best  friend  died  by  your  own 
hand." 

The  cloistered  life  faded  like  a  dream  from 
Sebastian's  mind,  those  phantom  figures  from 
the  past,  which  he  had  so  long  banished, 
grew  real  and  hved  again  at  the  sound  of 
these  wholesome    words  ;    his    unnatural jjre- 

46* 
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straint  gave  way  at  last,  natural  human 
tears  sprang  to  his  eyes,  but  he  could 
not  speak — his  cousin's  reproach  was  so 
keen  and  yet  so  different  to  what  he  had 
expected. 


CHAPTER  in. 

THE   WEDDINa-DRESS. 

The  time  was  drawiiify  near  to  Alice  Liiif^ard's 
wedding-day  ;  every  little  detail  of  lier  future 
life  was  arranged  ;  Eickman's  letters,  in  spite 
of  the  busy  life  lie  was  leading,  and  the 
important  political  events  in  which  he  was 
concerned,  were  growing  more  frequent,  more 
tender,  and  more  difficult  to  answer. 

One  autumn  evening  a  box  arrived  at  the 
Manor.  Alice's  heart  sank  when  she  saw  it, 
for  it  contained  her  wedding-dress. 

Sibyl  was  slightly  pained  to  see  how  little 
Alice  seemed  interested  in  the  dress ;  she  had 
some  difficulty  in  persuading  her  to  try  it  on, 
but  at  last  succeeded  after  much  coaxing  on 
her  part,  and  much  persuasion  from  the  dress- 
maker busy  at  work  in  the  house. 
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"  If  only  Ger^ase  were  here  !  "  exclaimed 
Sibyl,  when  the  weighty  business  was  achieved 
and  Alice  stood  before  a  cheval-glass,  tall  and 
statue-like  in  the  long  satin  folds,  her  hair 
crowned  by  the  white  wreath,  and  the  veil 
floating  mist-like  about  her  in  the  pale  twi- 
light. "  Wait,  and  I  will  fetch  papa.  Don't 
stir  one  inch  for  your  life." 

"  You  are  cold,  miss,"  said  the  dressmaker, 
for  Alice  was  shivering  ;  "  we  must  hope  for 
a  sunny  morning  for  the  wedding.  To  be 
sure,  it  is  chilly  to-night." 

"Yery  chilly,"  replied  Alice,  listening  to 
the  fitful  moan  of  the  wind  and  the  patter  of 
rain  on  the  glass.  "  How  pleased  Sibyl  is  !  " 
she  was  thinking.  For  Sibyl  had  not  been 
pleased,  but  rather  shocked,  when  the  engage- 
ment first  took  place  and  onl}^  the  spectacle 
of  her  brother's  happiness  had  reconciled  her 
to  it  by  degrees. 

It  took  some  minutes  to  find  Mr.  Eickman, 
minutes  during;  which  Alice  stood  motionless 
before  the  spectral  reflection  of  her  tall  white 
self,  forbearing  to    move,  partly  because    of 
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the  pins,  which  marked  some  alterations, 
partly  in  obedience  to  Sibyl. 

When  Mr.  Eickman  finally  arrived,  the 
dusk  had  grown  so  deep  that  he  asked  for 
candles,  the  delay  in  lighting  which  kept 
Alice  still  longer  in  her  constrained  position, 
so  that  at  last,  when  she  was  properly  illu- 
minated, and  the  old  gentleman  was  scrutiniz- 
ino'  her  throuo-h  his  odasses,  with  murmurs  of 
profound  satisfaction,  she  suddenly  fell  faint- 
ing full-length  on  the  carpet,  rumpling  the 
satin  folds,  and  crushing;  wreath  and  veil  in- 
discriminately  together. 

"  Standing  long  in  one  position  often  pro- 
duces that  effect,"  Mr.  Eickman  observed 
afterwards  ;  "to  move  but  one  limb  relaxes 
the  tension  of  every  muscle." 

"  It's  the  most  dreadful  luck,"  whispered 
the  dressmaker  to  the  maids,  who  had  as- 
sembled to  look  on,  "  and  the  veil  all  crushed, 
and  the  dress  spotted  with  the  water  they 
threw  over  her  face  !  " 

The  next  day  Sibyl  and  her  father  drove 
into  Medington  to  make  some  of  the  innumer- 


103       THE  REPROACH  OF  ANNESLEY. 

able  purchases  connected  with  the  wedding, 
but  Ahce  excused  herself  from  accompanying 
them. 

"  It  is  odd,"  Sibyl  said,  when  starting,  "  that 
so  much  merchandise  seems  necessary  to  unite 
two  lovin2^  hearts.  When  I  marrv  I  shall  run 
away  ;  then  there  can  be  no  fuss,  and  money 
will  be  saved." 

"Zure  enough,"  Eaysh  Squire  said,  when 
he  saw  her  drive  throuo-h  the  villaiye, 
smiling  all  over  her  bright  face,  "  anybody 
med  think  she  was  a  owine  to  be  married, 
instead  of  t'other.  I  never  zeen  such  a 
maid  ?  " 

Alice  set  off  for  a  walk  when  the  carriac^e 
had  started  ;  she  passed  through  the  fields 
above  the  churchyard,  and  saw  Eaysh  at  work, 
putting  the  final  touch  to  three  little  fresh- 
turfed  graves. 

"  Prettier  made  OTaves  than  thev  vou  never 
zeen.  Miss  Alice,"  he  observed  with  pride.  "  A 
power  o'  thought  goes  into  the  digging  o'  they 
little  uns,  and  shepherd  he  would  hae  'em  all 
put   in    separate,    say   what   you   would.      I 
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hreckon  he  made  no  count  o'  the  laiibour  he 
giv  me." 

The  httle  graves  went  to  AHce's  heart ;  she 
knew  what  a  bitter  blank  they  made  in  her 
friend's  home,  populous  as  that  little  home  still 
was,  and  she  went  on  her  way,  wondering  at  the 
mystery  and  sadness  of  life,  and  the  silent 
heroism  that  bears  so  many  burdens. 

Hubert  bounded  on  before  or  trotted  at  her 
side,  unyexed  by  mysteries,  and  keenly  con- 
scious of  the  pleasure  of  a  ramble  oyer  the 
downs.  Some  children  were  picking  black- 
berries along  the  field-hedges,  their  faces 
happy  and  stained  with  purple  juice  ;  they, 
too,  were  unyexed  by  moral  problems. 

It  was  a  chill  gusty  autumn  day,  with  wan 
sun- gleams  and  flying  scuds  ;  storm-driven 
gulls  flashed  their  bright  plumage  against  the 
black  curtain  of  rain-cloud ;  belated  swallows 
skimmed  the  ixround,  flutterino-  ac^ainst  the 
wind  ;  Nature  was  not  in  one  of  her  sweetest 
moods,  yet  she  was  fascinating  rather  than 
sad. 

"  If   only    one   had    not   to  live,"   thom^ht 
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Alice,  "  if  one  might  mingle  with  Kature  and 
be  still." 

After  some  apparently  aimless  wandering, 
she  caught  sight  of  what  she  was  seeking,  the 
figure  of  Daniel  Pink,  moving  heavily  against 
the  wind,  which  shook  his  beard  and  lifted 
the  cape  of  the  old  military  great-coat  he 
wore  over  his  smock-frock.  He  was  driving 
some  sheep  into  a  wattled  fold,  and  she  waited 
till  he  had  finished  and  finally  secured  his  flock 
by  binding  a  hurdle  to  its  staple.  Then  he 
went  under  the  lee  of  a  hedge,  and,  taking  off 
his  coat,  set  to  work  to  point  some  ash-spars 
with  his  bill-hook.  Alice  then  approached 
him  with  her  usual  friendly  greetings  and  the 
lines  on  his  ruo-o-ed  face  softened.  He  folded 
his  coat  and  placed  it  on  the  bank  as  a  seat 
for  her. 

"  'Tis  fine  and  loo  here,"  he  said,  "  and  you 
med  sit  down  and  hrest." 

So  Alice  sat  down  and  watched  the  white 
chips  fly,  with  Hubert  crouched  at  her  feet, 
while  Eough,  the  shepherd's  dog,  now  partly 
superannuated  and  assisted  by  a  young  and 
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inexperienced  dog,  whose  vagaries  were  a 
source  of  mucli  trouble  to  liim,  looked  at  the 
deer-hound  with  a  mistrustful  glance. 

"  liaysli  has  just  finished  turfing  the  little 
graves,  shepherd,"  she  said  ;  "  they  look  very 
peaceful." 

He  made  no  reply,  but  looked  away  to- 
wards the  churchyard,  which  he  could  not 
see,  and  went  on  chopping. 

"  You  said  once,"  continued  Alice,  "  that 
you  gave  up  fretting  for  them  all  at  once — 
that  you  could  bear  anything  now." 

"  Ay,"  he  replied,  stopping  in  his  work  to 
look  enquiringly  at  her. 

"  There  is  so  much  trouble  in  the  world," 
Alice  continued,  "  sometimes  it  seems  so  diffi- 
cult to  bear."  The  tears  sprang  to  her  eyes, 
and  her  words  died  awa}^  in  a  sigh. 

The  shepherd  sat  down  silently  on  a  pile 
of  ash-poles,  and  thought  for  a  few  seconds. 

"Ay,"  he  rephed  at  last.  ""Wlien  they 
dree  was  took,  I  couldn't  zim  to  bear  it  nohow. 
The  pretty  ways  of  'em,  and  the  little  maid 
that  knowing !     The  biggest  wasn't  only  dree 
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year  old.  They  knowd  avore  I'd  a  turned 
tlie  earner  in  tlie  lane,  they  two,  and  they'd 
hrun  to  meet  me  when  I  come  home.  'Yather, 
vather  ! '  they'd  cry  out,  and  dance  that  pretty ; 
and  the  littlest,  he'd  get  his  mother  or  his 
sister  to  hold  en  up.  Yust  time  I  come  home 
and  they  dree  lying  still  and  cold  indoors,  1 
pretty  nigh  went  dead.  After  that  I  couldn't 
abide  to  come  home  no  more  till  all  was  abed. 
One  night,  lambing  time,  a  month  after  I'd  a 
buried  them,  I  was  out  alone  atop  of  the 
down.  Then  I  took  on  thinkino-,  thinkincy  of 
they  dree  and  their  pretty  ways  I  could  never 
see  no  more,  and  how  they  was  took  off  avore 
we  could  look  liround  and  all,  and  I  took  on 
that  dreadful  I  zimmed  to  be  tore  asunder  in- 
side, and  I  couldn't  zim  to  hold  up  noways. 
I  thought  how  I  was  never  one  for  drink,  and 
always  done  my  best.  There  was  others  done 
wrong,  and  their  children  was  spared  ;  there, 
it  did  zim  that  hard  !  Then,  when  I  was  like 
to  rive  asunder  with  that  went  on  inside 
of  me,  I  zes  to  meself,  '  Stand  up,  Dan'l 
Pink,  and  be  a  man  !     You've  a  had  many 
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mercies,  and  what  be  you  to  cry  out  agen 
One  above  when  trouble  is  zent  ? '  Then  I 
zaid  over  the  Behef,  and  it  zimmed  comfort- 
ing, and  I  got  up  and  done  zommat  for  the 
ship." 

Daniel  Pink  did  not  say  all  this  straight  off, 
but  with  many  breaks  and  pauses,  and  much 
apparent  casting  about  for  words,  symbols 
which  are  hard  to  come  at  when  one  is  not 
accustomed  to  handle  them  and  turn  them  over 
and  about  at  will ;  sometimes  he  stopped  in  the 
middle  of  a  sentence  with  a  catch  in  his  breath, 
sometimes  he  looked  at  Alice  for  sympathy, 
sometimes  away  over  the  windy  landscape. 
But  at  this  point  his  manner  altered ;  he 
turned  his  face  from  Alice  and  seemed  to 
forget  her  presence  and  his  own  identity  and 
spoke  in  a  deeper  key,  more  fluently  and  with 
less  country  accent. 

"  I  sat  on  the  steps  o'  the  hut  there,"  he 
said,  pointing  to  a  wheeled  and  movable  house  ; 
"  I  was  afeard  to  goo  in  and  lay  down  and 
leave  the  yowes,  and  I  fell  athinkins:  o'  tliev 
dree  again,  and  the  littlest  that  pretty  !    Then 
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it  came  over  me  agen  as  tlioiigli  I  should 
rive  asunder,  and  I  shet  my  teeth  and  bended 
my  head  down  and  groaned,  and  held  my 
arms  tight  over  my  chest  to  keep  it  from 
bursting.  'Twas  the  full  o'  the  moon,  and 
the  grass  white  with  hrime.  I  seen  all  as 
plain  as  daylight,  the  ship  feeding,  and  the 
new-dropped  lambs  moving  about,  and  the 
stars  above,  when  I  looked  up.  Then  out  of 
the  shade  cast  by  the  hill  I  seen  a  man 
coming  tow'rds  me." 

The  shepherd  paused  ;  his  face  changed,  a 
solemn  rapt  expression  came  over  it — he  was 
evidently  forgetful  of  all  around  him.  xllice 
held  her  breath  and  left  watching:  his  face  as 
she  had  been  doing,  covering  her  own  with 
her  hand  and  bending  a  little  forwards,  her 
arm  stayed  upon  her  knee.  "  A  man,"  he 
continued,  "  tall,  vurry  tall  and  fine-made, 
and  dressed  like  St.  John  in  Arden  church 
window,  with  lom:^  curled  hair  and  liaiit 
shining  round  his  head.  I  came  over  that 
still  and  hushed,  like  when  the  wind  falls  at 
zunzet,  and  the  sea's  like  glass  and  the  barley 
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stands  without  a  shake.  I  couldn't  so  much 
as  stand  up,  I  was  that  holden.  I  looked 
and  looked,  as  though  I  could  never  leave 
off  looking.  The  ship  took  no  notice,  and  he 
passed  through  them,  slow  and  solemn,  with 
never  a  sound.  I  seen  the  red  marks  on  the 
hands  and  feet  ;  but  when  he  was  quite  nigh, 
I  could  only  look  at  the  faLice.  'Twas  the 
look  in  the  eyes  that  went  through  me.  I 
caint  say  what  that  look  was  like,  it  made 
me  that  happy  and  quiet.  The  figure  passed 
that  close,  the  blue  dress,  the  colour  of  the 
sky,  nigh  touched  me.  I  couldn't  turn  when 
he  passed  beyond  ;  I  was  holden.  But  'twas 
no  dranie — the  ship  was  moving  about  and 
feeding  and  the  lambs  bleating  as  plain  as 
day.  When  I  could  turn,  there  was  the 
moon  shining  bright  as  day,  and  the  frost  on 
the  grass  and  the  stars  above,  and  nothing 
more.  Then  I  zimmed  that  happy  and  light 
and  peaceful — I  knowd  there  was  nothing 
I  couldn'  bear  after  that !  " 

The    shepherd    ceased   speaking,    but  con- 
tinued his  rapt  gaze  straight  ahead,   thinking 
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thoughts  that  AHce  dared  not  interrupt  by 
words. 

At  last  he  rose,  took  up  his  bill-hook  and 
went  on  pointing  his  spars. 

"  And  nothing  seems  hard  to  bear  now, 
shepherd  ?  "  she  asked  presently. 

"  No,  miss,  nothing  zims  hard  now.  I  med 
hae  a  power  o'  trouble  yet,  plase  God  I  lives 
long  enough,  but  I  'lows  I  shaint  never  fret 
no  more,"  he  replied. 

The  wind  had  sobbed  itself  to  rest  now, 
and   the    sunset  was    blazin^  throuodi  orreat 

O  Co 

bars  of  rending  cloud  in  marvellous 
splendour.  Alice's  feet  seemed  scarcely  to 
touch  the  ground  as  she  sped  homewards, 
deeply  touched  and  lifted  up  in  heart, 
thinking  thoughts  that  no  words  could 
express. 

Daniel  Pink  could  not  even  read,  he  had 
scarcely  half  a  language  with  which  to  clothe 
his  simple  thoughts  ;  the  mighty  Past  was  to 
him  a  blank,  the  garnered  treasure  of  the 
thoughts  of  ages,  and  the  beautiful  songs  of 
great  poets,  the  glory  of  Art,    and  the  refine- 
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ments  and  adornments  of  human  life,  were 
all  denied  to  him.  Yet  Alice's  heart  bowed 
in  reverence  before  him,  he  had  that  which 
great  prophets  and  mighty  kings  had  desired 
in  vain.  Could  she  not  emulate  his  simple 
resignation?  she  wondered.  She  had  now 
reached  the  churchyard,  and  leant  on  the 
low  wall  to  look  at  the  three  little  graves. 

Daily  she  had  prayed  to  be  a  loving  wife 
to  Gervase  Rickman,  and  daily  the  thouixht 
of  the  marriage,  now  the  most  obvious  of 
duties,  had  grown  more  terrible,  until  the 
simple  incident  of  trying  on  the  wedding  dress 
had  overpowered  her.  If  she  could  but  tear 
Edward  out  of  her  heart,  and  her  heart  with 
him,  she  would  willinoiy  have  done  it.  But 
since  the  unfortunate  day  in  the  summer, 
when  the  news  of  her  engagement  burst  upon 
him,  her  peace  had  vanished  ;  she  could  not 
forget  his  face,  his  silence,  and  his  one  swift 
glance  into  her  eyes.  Yet  here  on  this  very 
spot  he  had  offered  himself  to  Sibyl. 

It  was  too  late  to  hesitate — she  was  as 
much  bound  as  if  actually  married  ;  and  her 
VOL.  III.  47 


178  THE   EEPROACH   OF  ANIS'ESLEY. 

heart  was  incapable  of  treachery,  especially 
to  Gervase,  and  to  the  old  man  who  hung 
upon  her  with  such  trustful  dependence.  To 
marry  this  man,  whom  she  liked  l)ut  could 
not  love,  was  plainly  her  duty,  to  swerve 
from  it  was  cowardice  ;  marriage  was  in  her 
eyes  a  sacrament,  love  would  doubtless  be 
given  with  it.  Peace  had  come  to  Daniel 
Pink,  would  it  be  denied  her  in  due  time  ? 
She  would  wait  patiently  and  shrink  from  no 
duty,  however  hard. 

Alice  little  thought  that  at  that  very  hour, 
a  friar,  in  the  narrow  solitude  of  his  cell,  was 
drivino'  her  from  his  mind  with  literal  scouro-- 
ino'  of  the  flesh,  as  if  an  imao'e  so  wholesome 
and  so  suo-o-estive  of  o'ood,  could  in  anv  wise 
harm.  Trul}'  peace  and  self-conquest  come 
in  various  guise,  yet  only  by  one  way,  the 
way  of  Faith  and  Duty. 

No  vision  shone  upon  Alice,  nor  did  she 
use  bodily  pain  to  conquer  what  seemed  hi- 
vincible  ;  but  at  last  she  walked  home  through 
the  darkening  fields  with  perfect  peace  in  her 
heart,  confident  that  however,  her  soul  might 
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now  shrink,  she  w^ould  have  stren^fth  to  be 
true  at  the  difficult  moment  and  to  the  end. 
When  she  saw  Sibyl's  sweet  face  on  reaching 
home,  she  returned  her  smile  frankly  without 
inward  self-reproach,  listened  watli  due  in- 
terest to  the  account  she  gave  of  the  after- 
noon's business,  and  commended  her  purchases 
with  sufficient  animation.  Yet  she  was  o-lad 
that  Sibyl  left  her  for  a  few^  hours'  study  ;  and 
when  she  was  gone,  she  sank  into  an  arm- 
chair by  the  drawing-room  fire  thankful  to 
enjoy  the  luxury  of  solitude. 

Mr.  Eickman  w^as  busy  in  his  study  ;  the 
servants  w^ere  in  another  part  of  the  house, 
which  w^as  very  still,  so  still  that  the  hall-clock's 
ticking  was  audible  and  every  little  move- 
ment in  the  rose-tree  trained  by  the  window 
asserted  itself.  Through  all  this  stillness,  she 
presently  heard  a  carriage  drive  up  and  the 
door-bell  ring,  and  started  into  a  hstening 
attitude.  "  Gervase  !  "  she  murmured,  re- 
membering that  he  had  said  he  mioht  run 
down  any  day  for  a  night  or  two. 

It  was  not  Gervase ;  for  he  did  not  open 

47* 
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the  door  and  walk  in,  but  waited  while  a 
servant  came  from  some  remote  attic,  whence 
Alice  heard  her  descend  in  the  silence  and 
pass  from  corridor  to  corridor,  her  footsteps 
echoing  in  Alice's  strained  ears,  and  hnally 
open  the  door  just  as  the  visitor  had  raised 
his  hand  to  ring  again. 

Why  should  Alice's  heart  beat  so  fast  ? 
She  could  not  hear  more  than  a  faint  murmur 
of  a  man's  voice  when  the  door  opened  ;  she 
did  not  know  what  she  expected.  But  when 
the  maid  tripped  in  and  said,  "  Captain 
Annesley  wishes  to  see  Miss  Lingard,"  she 
thouo'ht  that  she  had  known  who  was  there 
from  the  first,  and,  with  a  presentiment  that 
some  crisis  was  approaching,  bade  the  maid 
show  him  up. 

She  heard  his  step  on  every  stair,  and  was 
aiad  of  the  oTOwino;  dusk  to  hide  her  face  ; 
the  day  when  he  hrst  came  six  years  ago  and 
saw  her  in  that  very  room  in  the  spring  sun- 
shine returned  to  her  mind  with  all  its 
overwhelming'  associations.  She  could  not 
remain  still,  but  rose  from  her  seat  ;  it  seemed 
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as  if  she  would  have  herself  in   better  control 
standing  than  sitting. 

So  he  came  in  and  found  her  standing  on 
the  rug  with  the  firelight  upon  her,  and 
something  in  her  face  not  easy  to  describe, 
though  she  received  him  calmly,  saying  that 
she  was  surprised  to  see  hin,  having  supposed 
him  to  be  on  the  Continent. 

"  I  wished  to  see  you  alone,"  he  said,  with 
an  air  that  impressed  her  and  inspired  her 
with  dim  forebodino'.  "  I  have  somethinf]^  to 
tell  you  that  will  surprise  you." 

"  Xo  bad  news,  I  hope  ? "  she  asked 
faintly. 

"  You  once  asked  me  to  tell  you  all  that  I 
knew  of  my  cousin's  disappearance,"  he  con- 
tinued. "  I  could  not  do  so  then.  I  can 
now.  I  believed  that  you  loved  him,  Alice, 
and  that  is  how  I  interpreted  your  reason  for 
refusing  me.  What  happened  on  that  after- 
noon, you  said,  made  it  impossible  for  you 
ever  to  marry." 

"  But  I  am  going  to  be  married,"  she  urged 
in  a  faint  voice. 
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"  You  are  engaged  to  be  married,"  lie 
corrected,  "  and  perhaps  you  do  not  care  to 
know  what  happened  on  that  afternoon.  But 
you  must  know.  It  is  Paul's  wish.  He  is 
still  livinor.  He  sends  you  a  messa^^e  and  a 
letter." 

"Paul?  Paul?  not  dead?  Oh,  no!"  she 
cried,  passing  her  hand  before  her  eyes  as  if 
to  clear  away  the  mist  risincy  before  them. 
*'  What  does  this  mean  ?  " 

"  He  is  not  dead.  I  have  found  him,"  con- 
tinued Edward  ;  "  he  has  told  me  all — all  that 
passed  between  you." 

Alice  trembled  and  looked  at  him  appeal- 
ingly.  Why  did  he  come  thus  to  trouble  her 
peace,  and  why  did  he  speak  in  that  hard 
voice?  It  seemed  as  if  he  was  there  to  iuds^e 
her. 

"  Stay,"  she  replied,  "  I  know  more  than 
you  think.  I  heard  you  talkino*.  I  was 
under  the  trees  when  you  passed.  You  made 
Gervase  promise  not  to  tell  what  had  occurred, 
especially  not  to  tell  inc." 

"  Do  you   know  why  I  wished  you   not  to 
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know  ?  "  lie  asked,  almost  fiercely.  "  I  wished 
to  spare  you.  I  tlioiigiit  you  loved  that  poor 
fellow.     I IV as  told  so.'' 

"  What  I  felt  then  is  now  of  no  con- 
sequence," returned  Alice,  coldly.  "  But 
since  I  asked  you  ,to  tell  me  what  you  knew 
of  that  unfortunate  affair,  I  must  certainly 
listen." 

"  Thank  you.  In  the  meantime  I  will  de- 
liver Paul's  letter  to  you.  Perhaps  when  you 
have  read  it  you  will  think  that  my  story  is 
unnecessary." 

Alice  took  the  letter  with  a  shaking  hand, 
and  though  it  was  now  too  dark  to  read  it, 
she  made  out  the  superscription  in  the  once 
familiar  hand  by  the  firelight,  and  trembled 
very  violently.  "It  is  terrible,"  she  faltered, 
"  to  read  a  letter  from  one  you  have  so  long 
thought  dead." 

"  It  will  be  better  to  read  it,  nevertheless," 
he  replied,  remorselessly.  Then,  seeing  a 
taper  on  the  writing-table,  he  lighted  it, 
placed  it  near  the  trembling,  agitated  woman, 
and  withdrew   to   the  other  side  of  the  room, 
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looking  out  of  the  window  into  the  gathering 
night — the  window  in  which  he  had  first  seen 
her. 

Alice  was  a  long  time  reading  that  letter, 
though  it  was  not  very  lengthy,  and  was 
written  and  worded  clearly  enough.  The 
f^arden  and  the  down  beyond  it  sank  into 
deeper  and  deeper  shadow  while  she  read  ; 
the  trees  lapsed  into  solid  black  masses  ;  a 
stray  wan  star  peeped  here  and  there  through 
rents  in  the  flying  clouds,  and  then  a  watery 
moon  rose,  and  transfused  the  black  shapes 
with  chanojinf]^  orlory. 

The  silence  deepened,  the  hall  clock  ticked 
steadily  through  it.  Edward  continued 
motionless  at  the  window,  Alice  motionless  in 
her  chair  at  the  table,  some  coals  fell  tof^^ether 
in  the  grate,  a  bright  flame  leapt  up  and  cast 
its  fitful  radiance  over  the  room,  and  over  the 
two  silent  figures  ;  Sibyl's  cat  stirred  comfort- 
ably in  her  slumber  by  the  fire,  and  gave  her- 
self a  cosy  hug.  Alice  wished  almost  that  she 
had  never  been  born. 

At   last   she   spoke,   and    there   was  some 
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leaven  of  contrition,  some  air  of  a  convicted 
offender  in  her  manner. 

'■  Captain  Annesley,"  she  said,  in  a  clear 
and  even  voice,  "  I  once  did  you  a  great  in- 
justice, an  injustice  I  can  never  repair.  It 
was  not  wholly  my  fault.      I  was — misled." 

Her  voice  changed  and  deepened  with  this 
last  word.  Edward  turned  and  saw  her  face 
clearly  illumined  by  the  taper  burning  before 
her,  and  the  trouble  in  it  divided  his  heart 
like  a  sharp  sword.  But  there  was  more  than 
trouble  in  her  face,  there  was  something  he 
had  never  pictured  upon  those  gentle  fea- 
tures, a  mingling  of  horror  and  indignation. 

"  Oh,  Alice  !  "  he  cried,  advancing  towards 
her,  "  Alice  !  " 

"  Hush  !  "  she  replied,  waving  him  back. 
"  Do  you  know  wdiat  this  means  ?  He  was  to 
have  been  my  husband  in  a  few  days.  He 
"was  my  dearest  friend." 

He  stopped,  thunderstruck,  not  immediately 
perceiving  that  she  was  speaking  of  Gervase, 
but  smitten  through  with  the  keen  anguish  in 
her  voice. 
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"What  have  I  done?"  he  asked.  "Oh, 
Ahce,  you  did  not  love  Am,"  he  added,  think- 
inf?  that  his  comino-  had  onlv  plunged  her  into 
deeper,  perhaps  irreparable  sorrow. 

"You  should  have  spoken  that  day  in  the 
garden,"  she  continued  in  a  low,  half-sup- 
pressed tone,  "  I  had  a  right  to  know  then. 
You  should  have  spoken." 

"  How  could  I  speak  ? "  he  returned  in 
surprise.  "He  was  dead.  What  passed 
was   our   secret.     Paul  has  spoken  now — but 

even "  he  stopped,  he  could  not  say  that 

he  had  come  that  night  only  to  save  her  from 
the  misery  of  marr3dng  a  man  so  false  as 
Gervase  Eickman. 

Alice  had  risen  in  her  trouble  and  stood  in 
the  full  blaze  of  the  iirelio'ht.  "This  is  the 
only  home  I  have  ever  known !  "  slie  said, 
lookino'  round  the  familiar  room,  and  wrino-- 
ing  her  hands  together  in  her  desperate  pain. 
"  And  though  I  did  not  love  him,  I  trusted 
him.  Oh  !  how  I  trusted  that  false  man,"  she 
added. 

She  had  not  heard  the  door-bell  rina',  swift 
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steps  passing  through  the  hall  and  up  the 
echoing  stair,  and  now,  as  she  faced  the  door, 
she  was  startled  to  see  it  open  and  disclose 
the  smiling  and  confident  face  of  Gervase 
Bickman. 


CHAPTEE  lY. 

FACE    TO   FACE. 

Beight  visions  passed  before  Gervase  Eick- 
man's  mental  gaze  as  he  drove  from  the 
station  in  the  chilly  dusk,  dreams  in  which 
love  played  a  great  part,  but  ambition  a 
greater. 

In  winnino;  Alice  he  had  won  the  desire  of 
his  heart,  a  desire  that  would  never  have 
grown  to  such  mighty  proportions  but  for  the 
difficulties  which  hedged  it  round.  The 
wedding-day  was  so  near  now,  that  something 
of  the  coolness  of  certainty  pervaded  his 
thoughts  of  it ;  he  had  even  got  so  far  as  to 
pity  himself  with  a  pity  tinctured  by  self-com- 
mendation for  the  sacrifices  his  approaching 
marriage  involved.  He  knew  that  he  ought 
to  look  higher  than  Alice  Lingard  now  ;   per- 
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sonally  she  was  all  tliat  even  his  wife  should 
be,  but,  although  her  family  was  superior  to 
his,  she  brought  hiui  no  aristocratic  connec- 
tions, such  as  he  needed.  The  marria<2;e  mi^ht 
even  hinder  him  from  strenorthenino'  such 
connections  as  he  had  already  formed,  while, 
as  for  her  little  fortune,  which  had  once  been 
so  desirable  an  object  to  him,  it  would 
scarcely  make  any  difference  to  a  man  whose 
successful  financial  operations  were  daily  as- 
suming grander,  though  more  perilous  pro- 
portions. His  marriage  was,  indeed,  a  most 
virtuous  act.  Alice  was  not  so  young  as  she 
had  been  ;  life  had  taken  the  freshness  from 
her  beauty,  such  as  it  was,  and  stamped  her 
features  with  an  indelible  record.  Yet  he  well 
knew  that  beauty  had  never  been  her  greatest 
charm,  but  rather  an  inward  something, 
which,  when  it  touched  men's  hearts,  bound 
them  to  her  with  irresistible  force  ;  a  certain 
air  about  her,  a  way  of  moving,  smiling, 
speaking,  or  being  silent,  which  filled  the 
surrounding  atmosphere  with  grace,  and 
forged  adamantine  chains   about  the  souls  of 


190       THE  KEPKOACH  OF  ANNESLEY. 

her  lovers.  Virtue,  in  Eickmaii's  case  as  in 
others,  would  bring  its  own  reward.  For  a 
deep,  seldom-heard  whisper  from  the  very 
depths  of  his  heart  told  him  that  while  he 
clave  to  Alice  he  had  not  quite  done  with  his 
better  nature  ;  if  he  let  her  go,  he  would  part 
with  the  last  restraints  of  conscience,  a  thing, 
it  must  be  confessed,  which  is  a  terrible  in- 
convenience in  a  career  of  political  ambi- 
tion. 

That  ambition,  insatiable  as  it  was,  never- 
theless was  in  a  fair  way  of  being  gratified. 
Scarcely  a  year  had  passed  since  he  was  re- 
turned for  Medington,  yet  he  had  effected 
much,  especially  during  the  recent  battle  over 
the  Conservative  Eeform  Bill.  In  and  out  of 
the  House  he  had  done  yeoman's  service, 
recognized  as  such  by  the  leaders  of  the 
Opposition.  He  had  been  ubiquitous  ;  at- 
tending and  speaking  at  meetings  here  and 
meetings  there,  adding  fuel  to  the  fire  of 
political  agitation,  which  at  that  time  blazed 
fiercely  enough,  and  he  had  been  particularly 
useful  at   a  bye-election   in  which   his  party 
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won  a  seat.  Mrs.  Walter  Amiesley  liad  re- 
newed many  of  lier  former  aristocratic 
acquaintances  in  late  years,  and  had  given 
him  excellent  introductions  of  which  he  had 
made  the  best  use.  He  was  well  adapted  for 
climbing  the  social  ladder  ;  he  had  good 
manners,  tact  and  observation,  fluent  speech 
and  ready  wit,  and  was  absolutely  impervious 
to  the  impertinence  of  social  superiors,  when 
it  suited  his  purpose,  otherwise  a  person 
whom  it  was  on  the  whole  wise  to  respect. 
He  was  a  brilliant  speaker,  his  voice  daily 
improved,  and  no  amount  of  labour  exhausted 
him. 

Thus,  with  a  long  vista  of  j^olitical  success 
opening  brightly  before  him,  and  the  prospect 
of  domestic  happiness  filling  the  near  distance, 
Gervase  drove  up  to  the  door  of  his  father's 
house  that  autumn  evenino-  and,  knowing;  the 
family  habits  by  heart,  went  lightly  up  the 
stairs  to  the  drawino-^room,  where  he  thought 
to  find  Alice  alone. 

When  he  opened  the  door  and  saw  her 
standing  with  that  strange  look  and   despair- 
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ing  gesture  in  the  mingled  lights  of  the  fire 
and  the  solitary  taper,  though  something  in 
her  aspect  gave  him  a  shock,  he  supposed  her 
to  be  alone ;  it  was  only  when  she  spoke  that 
he  made  out  the  dark  figure  of  Edward 
Annesley  confronting  her  in  the  dimmer  light 
of  the  further  part  of  the  room. 

"  Gervase,"  Alice  said,  gazing  full  upon 
him  without  any  salutation  or  preliminary 
whatever,  "  when  I  told  you  on  the  down  that 
day  that  I  had  refused  Edward  Annesley 
solely  because  of  what  you  witnessed  on  the 
banks  of  the  Doubs  six  years  ago,  why  did 
you  tell  me  that  I  was  quite  right  ?  " 

These  two  syllables,  which  had  so  often 
echoed  painfully  through  his  conscience,  were 
uttered  with  so  keen  an  incisiveness  that  they 
cut  into  him  like  knives.  Even  his  ready  re- 
source and  iron  nerve  failed  him  for  the 
moment,  and  he  stood  speechless,  looking  in- 
voluntarily from  her  to  Annesley,  as  if  for  a 
solution  of  the  enio-ma.  The  latter  returned 
his  gaze  with  a  stern  unbending  contempt 
that   failed    to    stino;    him   in    the  anesthesia 
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which  paradoxically  results  from  such  exces- 
sive pain  as  Alice's  look  gave  him. 

"  Why,"  continued  Alice,  with  a  passionate 
scorn  which  told  all  the  more  from  its 
contrast  with  her  usual  demeanour,  "  did 
you  tell  me  that  afternoon  on  the  scene  of 
Paul's  death,  that  it  would  be  to  Edward 
Annesley's  discredit  to  reveal  what  actually 
occurred  ?  " 

"  Discredit,"  he  returned,  recovering  his 
seK-command,  and  taking  refuge  in  a  quibble, 
"  was  not  the  word,  if  I  remember  risjhtlv. 
We  are  not  alone,  my  dear  Alice  ;  you  seem 
to  be  a  little  upset." 

She  looked  at  him  with  increasinf?  con- 
tempt.  "  Why,"  she  continued,  "  did  you 
assure  me  that  Edward  Annesley  loved  your 
sister  and  had  never  more  than  a  passing 
fancy  for  me  ?  " 

"  My  dear  child,  do  consider  times  and 
places  a  little.  If  I  told  you  that,  it  was 
doubtless  because  I  believed  it.  I  was  not 
alone  in  taking  that  view  of  the  situation.'* 

"  Why,"    she   went    on,     "  did     you     per- 
VOL.  III.  48 
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suade    Edward   Annesley   that   I   loved    his 
cousin  ?  " 

"  I  was  not  alone  in  that  opinion,  either," 
he  replied  with  a  forced  smile.  "  Captain 
Annesley,"  he  added,  "  perhaps  you  will  do 
me  the  favour  of  o-oino-  into  another  room. 
Miss  Lingard,  as  you  perceive,  is  not  in  a 
condition  to  receive  visitors." 

"  Quite  so,"  Edward  replied,  taking  his  hat, 
"  I  will  choose  another  time  to  finish  my 
interview  with  Miss  Lingard.  M}^  presence," 
he  added,  with  unwonted  sarcasm,  "  must  be 
excessively  embarrassing. 
,  "  Xo,  Captain  Annesley,"  said  Alice,  in  the 
same  incisive  tones,  "  you  will  not  leave  this 
room.  While  you  are  here,  that  man,  false  as 
he  is,  dares  not  deny  the  truth  of  what  I  say." 

Gervase  turned  very  pale,  and  all  the 
sweetness  seemed  to  vanish  out  of  his  life  for 
ever.  It  was  difficult  to  vanquish  this  reso- 
lute spirit,  but  he  had  the  gift  of  knowing 
when  he  was  beaten.  He  recoo^nized  the  hard 
fact  that  nothinc^,  not  even  his  strom];  im- 
perious  will,  could  now  win  Alice  back.     He 
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heard,  the  knell  of  all  his  better  aspirations  in 
her  words. 

"  Stay,  Captain  Annesley,"  he  said  quietly, 
"  since  Miss  Lingard  wishes  it  ;  though 
lovers'  quarrels  are  not  usually  conducted  in 
public.  Perhaps,  Alice,  I  may  be  permitted 
to  ask  why  these  reproaches  are  suddenly 
hurled  at  me  in  the  presence  of  a  third 
person  ?  " 

"  Because  that  person  has  suffered  the  most 
from  the  web  of  falsehood  and  intrigue  you 
have  been  weaving  all  these  years,"  she 
replied. 

"  And  he  has  come  to  complain  to  you," 
returned  Gervase.  "Don't  you  think,  Annes- 
ley, it  would  have  been  more  manly,  to  say 
the  least  of  it,  to  tax  me  openly  with  what- 
ever you  have  against  me  ?  " 

"  I  have  taxed  you  with  nothing,"  he 
replied.  "  I  came  here  with  the  intention  of 
replying  to  a  question  Miss  Lingard  asked  me 
some  years  ago,  but  have  not  found  it  necessary 
to  do  so.  I  have  simply  handed  her  a  letter 
which  explained  all  she  wished  to  know." 

4S* 
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"  You  were  in  tlie  confidence  of  both 
cousins,"  continued  Alice,  "  and  you  abused 
the  confidence  of  both.  You  were  in  my 
confidence,  and  you  abused  that." 

"  By  loving  you  and  purposing  to  make 
you  my  wife." 

"  Which  you  will  never  do,"  she  replied, 
drawing  a  ring  from  her  finger,  and  giving  it 
to  him. 

Edward,  who,  since  Gervase's  request  to 
him  to  leave  the  room,  had  been  divided 
between  the  feeling  that  the  request  was 
reasonable  and  a  desire  to  protect  Alice, 
whose  wish  that  he  should  stay  showed  a 
certain  fear  of  being  alone  with  a  man  so 
treacherous,  now  decided  that  the  only 
becoming  course  for  him  was  to  go.  He  had 
already  reached  the  door,  when  Sibyl,  who 
had  just  been  informed  of  her  brother's  arrival, 
opened  it  and  came  in. 

"  Captain  Annesley !  "  she  exclaimed,  ex- 
pecting to  see  Gervase  only.  "  Oh  !  Gervase 
— Why,  what  is  the  matter,  Alice  ? "  she 
added. 
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"  Dear  Sibyl,"  replied  Alice,  suddenly 
calming  to  more  than  her  wonted  gentleness, 
"  we  have  just  had  a  severe  shock.  Paul 
Annesley  is  not  dead." 

"Not  dead !"  replied  Gervase.  "Why,  I 
saw  him  die.  Alice,  you  do  not  know  what 
you  are  saying." 

"  It  is  quite  true,"  added  Edward ;  "  he 
was  swept  out  of  sight  and  washed  ashore 
alive.  I  have  seen  him.  He  will  probably  be 
in  Enoiand  before  lonor.  He  has  become  a 
Eoman  Catholic,  and  entered  a  relis^ious 
order,  and  a  great  deal  has  to  be  done  before 
he  can  obtain  permission  to  visit  his  mother, 
as  he  wishes  to  do." 

Sibyl  listened  with  eager  interest,  as  if  her 
life  depended  on  Edward's  words,  and  then 
on  a  sudden  she  burst  into  tears.  "  Oh ! 
Edward,"  she  sobbed,  "  the  truth  must  come 
out  now  and  your  name  will  be  cleared  for 
ever.  I  always  knew  that  this  hour  would 
come." 

"You  always  believed  in  me,  Sibyl," 
Edward  replied  with    a   slight   quiver  in    his 
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voice,  while  taking  the  hand  she  frankly 
offered  ;  "  I  think  I  never  had  a  truer  friend. 
I  only  care  really  for  what  my  friends  think 
of  me." 

Sibyl  only  smiled  her  gentle  smile  in  reply, 
though  she  did  not  quickly  recover  her  calm, 
and  Alice  looked  at  them  with  a  strange  ex- 
pression not  devoid  of  reproach. 

"  This  is  nonsense,"  said  Gervase  ;  "  if  Paul 
Annesley  didn't  die,  why  in  the  world  should 
he  disappear  ?  " 

"  He  was  tired  of  his  life,"  Edward  re- 
plied. 

"  He  thought,"  Alice  was  explaining,  "  to 
make  atonement  to  the  friend  he  had  in- 
jured  " 

"  Alice,"  interrupted  Edward,  "  that  is  our 
secret,  remember,  between  us  two  and  Mr. 
Gervase  Eickman." 

"  It  will  soon  be  no  secret,"  she  replied  ; 
"  that  is  why  Paul  is  coming  to  England,  as 
he  tells  me  in  his  letter." 

"  The  whole  story  is  incredible,"  said 
Gervase  impatiently.      "Do  you  mean  to  say 
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thai.  Paul  Annesley  is  a  monk  ?  He  will  have 
some  difficulty  in  proving  his  identity  here. 
No  one  who  knew  him  would  beheve  anything 
so  preposterous.  Paul  of  all  men  in  the  world 
to  turn  monk  indeed !  Some  monk  is  humbug- 
ging you,  Annesley,  for  the  sake  of  getting 
the  property.  Besides,"  he  added,  "no 
reho-ious  order  would  receive  a  man  without 
a  pension." 

"  He  was  not  without  money,"  Edward  ex- 
plained." The  diamonds  we  saw  at  Neufchatel 
were  in  his  possession.  Altogether  he  had 
about  a  thousand  pounds,  as  well  as  profes- 
sional knowledge  which  would  be  useful  to  a 

friar." 

Yet  Eickman  beheved  the  story.  A  letter 
from  Paul  alone,  and  nothing  that  Edward 
could  have  told  her,  accounted  for  Ahce's 
stram^e  behaviour  to  himself.  The  superscrip- 
tion  of  the  letter  was  shown  him,  and  he 
admitted  that  it  was  a  good  imitation  of  Paul 
Annesley's  handwriting. 

He  then  left  the  room  ostensibly  to  tell  the 
news  to  his  father,  who  was  happily  absorbed 


200  THE  EEPKOACH   OF  ANNESLEY. 

in  his  favourite  studies  and  iirnorant  of  all  that 
was  passing. 

Edward  had  yet  to  break  the  intelliijence  to 
Mrs.  Walter  Annesle}^,  for  she  had  refused  to 
admit  him  when  he  called  that  afternoon.  He 
hoped  to  get  an  interview  in  the  evening,  and 
was  hurrying  off  for  the  purpose  of  making 
another  trial. 

"  I  broke  my  news  too  roughly,"  he  said  in 
wishing  Alice  good-night,  for  his  hard  manner 
to  her  vanished  after  her  stormy  reception  of 
Gervase.  "  It  was  not  a  pleasant  duty,  and 
that  spoils  the  temper,"  he  explained. 

Alice  looked  down,  then  she  looked  up  with 
her  eyes  clouded  with  tears.  "  I  owe  it  to 
you,"  she  faltered,  "  to  tell  you  all — how  I 
came  to  misjudge  you.     But  not  now." 

"  Some  day,"  he  replied  with  increasing 
gentleness,  "you  shall  tell  me.  When  you 
feel  inclined." 

"  Alice,"  Sibyl  asked  when  he  was  a'one, 
''what  led  you  to  misjudge  him?  There  is 
some  mystery  behind  this." 

Alice  took  Sibyl's  bright  face  in  her  hands 
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and  kissed  it  witli  a  tenderness  that  almost 
surprised  lier. 

"  Never  ask,  Sibyl,"  slie  replied  ;  "  let  nie 
as  well  as  others  have  the  benefit  of  your 
loyal  trust.  You  are  the  best  friend  /  ever 
had  or  ever  shall  have." 

A  few  minutes  later  Alice  was  in  the  hall, 
23acing  restlessly  to  and  fro,  and  trying  to 
collect  the  fraoinents  of  her  shattered  world, 
when  Gervase  issued  from  his  father's  study, 
closing  the  door  behind  him,  and  approaching 
her. 

"  I  shall  return  to  town  at  once,"  he  said, 
thus  relievino^  her  from  a  oTcat  embarrass- 
ment  ;  "  I  have  told  my  father  that  I  found  a 
teleoTam  awaiting;  me  here." 

"It  is  plain  that  we  cannot  be  under  the 
same  roof  again,"  she  replied. 

"  You  will  never  foroive  me,"  he  added 
aloomilv.  "  Jacob  was  never  foroiven  for 
stealinf^:  Ms  blessing,  tliou<zli  he  a'ot  the  bless- 
inc^  nevertheless.  You  asked  me  whv  I 
deceived  you,  Alice,"  he  added,  his  voice 
deepening  and   touching  her  in   spite   of  the 
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loathing  with  which  his  periidy  inspired  her. 
"  It  was  because  I  loved  you  with  such  a  love 
as  men  seldom  feel.  I  cannot  tell  when  it 
began — years  before  either  of  the  Annesleys 
thought  of  you;  it  never  faltered  —  never. 
You  never  had  and  you  never  will  have  a 
more  constant  and  devoted  lover " 

"  Oh,  hush,  Gervase  !  "  she  sobbed,  "  do 
you  think  I  am  made  of  stone  ?  Were  you 
not  my  only  brother  and  best  friend  ?  Are 
you  not  your  mother's  son  ?  Can  you  not 
think  what  a  bitter  thino'  it  is  to  have  to 
think  ill  of  you,  to  know  of  your  cruel  false- 
ness ?  " 

"  No,"  he  interrupted  quickly,  "  I  cannot ; 
you  are  stone  in  comparison  with  me.  You 
can  never  even  picture  such  a  passion  as  mine 
to  yourself,  cold,  hard,  immaculate  woman 
that  you  are !  '* 

"  Gervase ! " 

"  Listen,  Alice,"  he  said,  collecting  himself 
and  curbing  the  fierce  passion  in  his  voice. 
"  You  have  three  lovers,  and,  woman-like,  will 
probably  choose  the  worst.     Of  these  three, 
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one  attempted  murder  for  tlie  love  of  you ; 
one  lied  for  your  sake,  though  not  for  your 
sake  alone,  for  SibyFs  happiness  was  at  stake  ; 
and  one  " — here  he  smiled  a  sarcastic  smile — 
"  he  who  saw  and  loved  you  the  latest  did  not 
think  it  worth  while  so  much  as  to  clear  him- 
self from  a  dreadful  imputation  for  your  sake. 
Wliicli  of  these  three,  think  you,  loved  you 
the  best  ?  " 

"  He  who  loved  honour  and  loyalty  more," 
replied  Alice,  proudly,  and  without  hesita- 
tion. 

"  And  he  proved  it  when  he  offered  himself 
to  another  woman  who  had  the  good  sense  to 
reject  the  cold-blooded " 

"  Hush,  Gervase  !  things  are  bitter  enough 
already,"  Alice  broke  in  ;  "  do  not  embitter 
them  more  by  idle  words.  Let  us  part  in 
peace." 

"  Peace  !  "  echoed  Gervase,  with  a  scorn- 
ful laugh.  And  he  looked  at  the  hearth  lire 
in  silence  awhile. 

When  he  spoke  again  his  mood  was 
altered. 
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"  Alice,"  lie  said  gently,  ''  do  not  let  Sibyl 
despise  me." 

"  I  will  tell  lier  notliino'  tliat  I  can  avoid  to 
your  discredit,  Gervase,"  she  replied. 

"  I  have  said  nothing?  of  breakincr  off  our 
engagement  yet.  Put  it  as  you  please,  but 
no  not  break  with  them,  if  you  can  help  it. 
I  hope  you  will  not  leave  them ;  my  father 
ages  visibly.  We  might  part  with  a  mutual 
conviction  that  we  were  unsuited  to  each 
other,"  he  added  with  a  sardonic  smile. 

So  they  agreed,  and  then  Eickman's 
carriage  drove  up,  and  Mr.  Eickman  and 
Sibyl  came  into  the  hall  to  see  him  off. 

"  Good-bye,  Alice,"  he  said,  in  his  usual 
quiet  manner,  when  he  had  parted  with  his 
father  and  sister. 

"  Good-bye,"  she  replied,  in  a  faint  far-off 
voice. 

She  stood  on  the  steps  and  watched  the 
carriage  till  its  lights  diminished  to  points, 
and  were  finally  swallowed  up  in  the  dense 
dark  night ;  while  Gervase  looked  back  at 
the  graceful  figure  standing  in  the  fan-shaped 
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light  streaming  from  the  open  hall,  till  the 
bend  of  the  road  swept  it  from  him,  and  his 
heart  ached  with  a  heavy  despair. 

Ambition,  wealth,  success,    power — all  was 


now  nothinc^  without  Alice. 


CHAPTEE  Y. 

EESTOKATION. 

If  one  could  picture  the  feelings  with  which 
a  disembodied  soul,  reclothed  in  the  frail 
garment  of  its  mortality,  would  revisit  the 
scenes  of  its  earthly  life,  one  might  form 
some  idea  of  the  sensations  which  thrilled  the 
heart  of  Paul  Annesley,  when,  after  setting 
in  motion  the  machinery  necessary  to  permit 
any  irregularity  in  the  life  of  a  friar,  he 
found  himself  in  Enoiand,  clad  once  more  in 
the  long  disused  and  almost  forgotten  person- 
ality which  he  had  put  off  when,  to  use  his 
own  expression,  he  left  the  world.  Brother 
Sebastian,  usino-  another  lani2;uao'e,  thinkinof 
other  thoughts,  deprived  of  name  and  fame 
and  liberty,  not  only  of  action,  but  in 
a    certain    degree    of    thought,    branded    as 
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it  were  witli  the  tonsure,  and  dressed  in  a 
garb  which  further  stamped  him  as  one  set 
apart  from  common  liuman  interests,  having 
vohmtarily  undergone  a  punishment  more 
severe  than  any  inflicted  on  the  vilest  criminal 
prisoner  in  civilized  states  ;  this  poor,  mor- 
tified, unmanned,  if  you  will,  and  certainly 
half  unhumanized  Sebastian,  who  yet  enjoyed 
a  peace  Paul  Annesley  had  never  known — 
albeit  a  peace  too  deep,  too  like  an  opium - 
trance  to  be  wholesome  and  natural — had 
become  a  familiar  friend,  while  that  fiery - 
hearted,  undisciplined  Paul  was  a  stranger, 
and  the  once  familiar  faces  which  surrounded 
that  Paul  and  his  once  familiar  habits  and 
thoughts  were  even  more  strange  to 
Sebastian. 

It  needed  no  little  courage  to  one  so  dis- 
accustomed to  personal  freedom  and  so 
weaned  from  the  stir  and  friction  of  ordinary 
life,  once  more  to  f\ice  the  world,  especially 
in  a  land  of  heretics ;  but  Sebastian,  after 
five  minutes'  conversation  with  his  cousin, 
whom  he  had  questioned  as   to  his  hf  e   with 
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an  eager  rapidity  that  soon  laid  the  whole 
situation  bare  to  him,  was  too  firmly  con- 
vinced of  the  immediate  necessity  for  re- 
pairing the  wrong  he  had  unintentionally 
committed  to  hesitate  an  instant.  The  duty 
was  equally  obvious  to  his  Superior  for- 
tunately, since  the  Superior  was  the  spring 
that  set  in  motion  the  cogs  and  wheels  of  the 
machinery  which  effected  his  brief  escape  to 
the  world. 

In  this  dear  little  self-complacent  island  of 
ours,  where  to  see  a  nun  was  till  late  years 
the  rarest  occurrence,  and  where  the  garb  of  a 
monk  is  almost  unknown,  we  have  fallen  into  a 
pleasant  habit  of  assuming  that  these  cloistered 
lives  have  passed  away  with  the  shadows, 
sorrows,  and  discomforts  of  the  middle  ages. 
Some  of  us  have  a  hazy  notion  that  printing, 
steam,  electricity,  and  the  latest  scientific 
dogma  have  put  an  end  to  all  that,  and  that 
the  prophecy  of  Victor  Hugo's  printer,  who 
looked  from  his  press  to  Kotre  Dame  and 
said,  "  Ceci  tuera  cela,"  is  fulfilled,  in  spite  of 
the  fact   that   this   grand   building,    the   im- 
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])erfect  symbol  of  a  faitli  that  cannot  die,  still 
stands  as  it  has  stood  for  ages,  though  many 
revolutions  have  rushed  past  it  in  bloody 
waves  and  it  has  more  than  once  echoed  to 
the  clang  of  the  invader's  arms. 

Yet  these  phases  of  religious  feeling  still 
exist ;  unoffending  monks  and  nuns  are  just  as 
real,  thouo'h  not  such  insufferable  nuisances 
as  the  frantic  Salvationers,  who  make  day  and 
night  hideous  with  profane  bawlings  in  our 
streets  ;  monks  and  nuns  are  in  fact  content 
to  plague  only  themselves  and  leave  their 
neighbours  in  peace.  Thus  when  Medington 
folk  saw  a  c^entleman  in  ordinarv  clerical 
attire,  with  shaven  face  and  a  skull  cap 
beneath  his  hat,  and  were  told  that  this  was 
a  veritable  friar,  the  thing  seemed  to  them 
hke  a  fairy-tale,  more  especially  when  they 
were  bid  to  recognise  in  this  calm  clergyman 
the  familiar  form  and  face  of  Paul  Annesley, 
that  smart  and  G'av  vouncf  doctor  with  the 
black-bearded  face,  the  ready  speech,  and 
genial  though  stately  manners  they  once  knew  ; 
and  many  were  inclined  to  doubt  until  the}' 
VOL.  III.  40 
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spoke  to  liim.  Even  then  it  was  an  eerie 
thing  to  hear  the  voice  of  a  man  so  long- 
reckoned  among  the  dead,  and  whose  sole 
visible  link  with  his  former  self  appeared  to 
be  a  scar  on  the  face  ;  a  man  who  had  so 
closely  followed  the  counsel  of  Thomas  a 
Kempis  as  to  have  literally  stamped  out  his 
passions  as  we  stamp  out  flames  —  briefly, 
to  have  killed  his  veritable  self,  leaving 
little  more  than  a  husk  of  acquired  habit 
behind. 

He  remained  some  time  in  England,  for  he 
had  much  to  do ;  and  not  only  in  the  little 
world  of  Medington,  but  also  in  London  and 
at  Chatham,  where  his  cousin  was  stationed 
and  where  he  visited  him,  the  two  appeared 
constantly  together,  so  that  the  old  scandal, 
which  had  embittered  almost  every  relation 
in  Edward's  life  for  so  many  years,  was 
publicly  put  to  death,  and  done  away  with 
for  ever.  It  was  now  clear  that  Paul  Amies - 
ley  had  not  even  been  killed,  much  less  mur- 
dered ;  it  was  equally  clear  that  he  would  not 
be  on  terms  of  such  intimacy  with  a  man  who 
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had  tried  to  compass  his  death.  The  fact  of 
his  burying  himself  in  a  cloister,  gave  a 
motive,  however  crazy,  for  his  disappearance, 
and  disposed  people  to  believe  that  his  des- 
perate leap  into  the  Doubs  was  voluntary  and 
probably  suicidal  in  intention.  There  were 
many  theories  on  the  subject,  but  the  most 
generally  accepted  was  that  a  sudden  bound 
from  poverty  to  wealth  had  developed  the 
hereditary  tendency  to  insanity,  a  tendency 
further  aggravated  by  the  fatal  woman  known 
to  be  the  cause  of  all  human  disaster.  The 
woman's  name  varied,  but  on  the  whole  was 
unknown.  It  had  been  said  from  the  first 
that  Eickman  knew  more  than  he  cared  to 
say  upon  the  matter,  there  had  even  been  a 
doubt  as  to  whether  he  had  not  borne  false 
witness  in  the  court  of  probate  when  giving 
the  evidence  of  Paul's  disappearance  and 
supposed  death,  necessary  to  obtain  probate 
of  his  will.  Althouo'h  there  was  still  a  mvs- 
tery  concerning  both  Edward's  whereabouts 
at  the  moment  of  his  cousin's  disappearance 
and  his  obstinate  silence  upon  the  subject,  the 
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mystery   was    no    longer  interpreted    to   his 
discredit. 

Edward  Annesley  did  not  accomplisli  his 
pious  intention  of  breaking  the  news  of  her 
son's  restoration  to  Mrs.  Annesley,  since  that 
inflexibly  vindictive  woman  resolutely  con- 
tinued to  shut  the  door  in  his  face.  The  task 
was  therefore  transferred  to  Alice  Lincfard, 
who  fulfilled  it  with  the  tenderness  and  tact 
to  be  expected  of  her. 

When  the  fact  that  her  son  lived  finally 
burst  upon  Mrs.  Annesley,  she  seemed  stunned, 
and  sat  silent  for  a  lono-  time. 

"  If  he  lives,"  she  said  at  last ;  "  why  is  he 
not  here  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  long  story,"  Alice  replied,  half 
frightened  at  the  absence  of  joy,  or  any  other 
emotion  on  the  mother's  part.     "  He  was — 

unhappy " 

"  Wh}^  was  my  son  unhappy  ?  "  asked  Mrs. 
Annesle}^,  fixing  a  cold  and  terrible  regard 
upon  Alice. 

"His  letter  will  tell  you,"  repHed  Ahce, 
trembling  inwardly. 
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"  Give  me  that  letter." 

"It  is  in  Edward  Auiiesley's  posses- 
sion— ■ — " 

"  A  forgery  of  his — I  curse  the  day  that 
3'oung  man  entered  this  house,"  she  cried, 
c^oino^  white  with  an^'er. 

Alice  tried  to  sootlie  her.  "  A  great  change 
has  come  over  Paul,"  she  said  presently.  "  He 
is  now  very  religious." 

"  That  is  indeed  a  change,"  his  mother 
replied  with  involuntary  sarcasm.  "  But  why 
did  he  not  return  to  me  after  his  accident  ? 
Surely  he  could  not  have  been  imprisoned, 
kidnapped  in  a  civilized  country  like 
France  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  Alice,  "  he  wished  —  he — • 
entered  a  religious  house." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Alice  Lingard  ?  "  she 
exclaimed  in  horror  and  agitation,  "3'ou 
cannot,  dare   not  say  that  my  son  is  a  monk." 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Annesley,  do  not  think  of  that ; 
remember  onl}-,  that  your  son  was  dead  and 
is  alive  again — that  you  will  soon  look  upon 
his  face " 
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"  Never,"  she  cried,  "  never  will  I  look 
npon  the  face  of  an  apostate,  an  idolator, 
a  shaven,  craven  fanatic.  Better,  ten  thou- 
sand times  better,  he  were  in  his  grave — 
better  anything  than  this.  He  is  no  son  of 
mine — a  Papist,  a  monk  !  " 

"  Your  only  son,  your  only  child,"  Alice  said 
reproachfull3\ 

The  woman  was  human  after  all,  and  burst 
into  a  passion  of  weeping  painful  to  see,  but 
less  painful  than  the  cold  anger  which  went 
before  and  made  Alice  shudder  to  her  heart's 
core. 

Suddenly  she  stopped  and  turned  upon 
Alice.  "  I  see  it  all  now.  You  did  not  love 
my  son,"  she  cried,  "  and  that  made  him  hate 
his  life." 

"  No,"  she  replied,  "  I  never  pretended  to 
love  him,  save  as  a  friend.  I  orrieved  for  him 
when  he  was  lost.  I  tried  to  supply  his  place 
to  you." 

"  You  drove  him  to  despair,  you  robbed  me 
of  my  only  child,"  she  cried  ;  "  the  curse  of  a 
childless  widow  is  upon  you,  Alice  Lingard." 
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"  Do  not  say  such  things  ;  you  will  be  sorry 
hereafter.  The  shock  has  overpowered  you, 
you  do  not  know  what  you  are  saying." 
Alice  did  not  know  how  to  comfort  her,  when 
she  remembered  that  Paul  was,  after  all,  dead 
to  the  outside  world. 

Mrs.  Annesley  was  silent,  smiling  a  bitter 
smile,  and  Alice  rose  and  left  her  for  awhile, 
hoping  that  she  would  calm  down.  She  her- 
self needed  the  relief  of  solitude  after  this 
emotional  strain,  and  going  out  into  the 
garden,  she  sat  beneath  the  yellowing  linden- 
trees  and  gave  way  to  tears. 

She  accused  herself  of  having  driven  Paul 
Annesley  to  despair,  she  did  not  reflect  that 
his  own  unbridled  nature  had  done  the  mis- 
chief. She  had  spoilt  three  men's  lives,  and 
been  the  cause  of  guilt  and  misery  unspeak- 
able, thouiih  throuoii  no  fault  of  her  own. 
She  could  not  love  more  than  one — at  least 
at  a  time  ;  and  she  certainly  could  not  marry 
more  than  one.  She  had  loyally  striven  to 
suppress  her  own  inclinations  and  make  the 
most   worthy   of    the   three    happy,   and   she 
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had  made  them  all  miserable.  She  who  could 
not  bear  to  give  pain,  even  when  most 
necessary  and  salutary,  seemed  fated  to  mar 
instead  of  blessino-  the  lives  of  the  men  who 
loved  her.  That  these  three  men  should  set 
their  hearts  upon  her  was  hard,  and  surely  no 
fault  of  hers.  It  was  not  as  if  she  was  so  very 
beautiful,  she  reflected  ;  Sib}^  was  infinitely 
prettier  and  more  pleasing  ;  Sibyl  charmed 
wherever  she  went  with  her  o'race  and 
sparkle  ;  but  Sibyl  did  not  kindle  these 
deep  and  terrible  passions  in  men's  hearts. 

Though  she  had  certainly  tried  to  bring 
herself  to  listen  to  each  of  them  in  turn,  until 
each  in  turn  had  proved  unworthy  of  a  good 
woman's  rea^ard,  she  had  never  tried  to 
attract  either  ;  ready  as  her  sensitive  con- 
science was  to  accuse  herself  and  excuse 
others,  she  could  not  lav  that  to  her  charo-e, 
she  knew  well  that  she  had  none  of  the 
graceful  and  unconscious  coquetry  which 
was  one  of  Sibyl's  distinguishing  charms  ; 
in  her  smallest  actions  as  well  as  thoughts 
she  was  transparent    and  straightforward    to 
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a  fault.  It  was  true  that  she  had  resigned  her 
heart  to  Edward  too  quickly,  at  least  the 
world  would  say  too  quickly  ;  for  Alice 
knew  in  her  inmost  heart  that  women  have 
less  power  than  men  to  withhold  their 
affections,  and  not  more,  as  a  brutal  con- 
ventionality assumes ;  that  the  deepest  and 
best  attachments  arise  in  this  sudden  and 
spontaneous  way  ;  but  she  had  never  tried 
to  captivate  him,  had  rather  held  aloof  from 
him  in  her  proud  self-reverence.  Why  then 
had  all  this  fallen  upon  her,  why  was  she  the 
evil  fate  in  the  three  lives  which  were  each  in 
a  way  so  dear  to  her  ? 

When  Alice  had  reached  this  point  in  her 
meditations,  the  sound  of  Daniel  Pink's  words 
returned  to  her  mind,  "  It  seemed  that  hard  !  ' 
She  saw  the  shepherd's  weather-beaten  face, 
its  ruggedness  subdued  by  a  sublime  trust ; 
she  thought  of  his  hard  life  and  many 
sorrows  ;  she  saw  him  watching  his  sheep 
in  the  frosty  moonlight,  as  he  had  related, 
and  the  remembrance  of  what  he  had  told 
her  quieted  the  rising  murmurs  in  her  heart. 
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She  rose  and  returned  to  Mrs.  Annesley, 
bearing  in  mind  the  desolation  and  dis- 
appointments of  a  life  that  was  too  near 
the  downward  verge  to  have  much  earthly 
hope,  and  prepared  to  suffer  ingratitude  and 
upbraiding  in  silence. 

Mrs.  Annesley  finally  consented  to  receive 
her  prodigal  in  consequence  of  a  letter 
Gervase  Eickman  wrote  her.  In  this  he 
condoled  with  her  on  the  unfortunate  turn 
Paul's  religious  feelings  had  taken,  and  made 
some  observations  on  the  zealous  proselytism 
of  the  Eomish  Church,  and  of  the  esteem 
in  which  English  perverts  were  held  at 
the  Vatican,  using  the  names  of  Wiseman, 
Manning  and  Xewman,  to  point  his  moral 
and  adorn  his  tale.  Instantl}^  on  reading 
this,  Mrs.  Annesley  beheld  a  vision :  she 
saw  herself  the  mother  of  a  cardinal,  and 
relented. 

Paul,  daily  besieged  with  tracts  and  masses 
of  controversial  literature,  and  bombarded  by 
arguments  which  he  heard  chiefly  in  respect- 
ful and  aggravating  silence,  passed  some  time 
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beneath  liis  mother's  roof,  scandalizing  the 
maids  by  sleeping  on  the  floor  and  using  no 
linen,  but  otherwise  conducting  himself  like 
an  average  Christian,  save  that  he  was  always 
going  to  chapel  on  week-days.  At  his 
instance,  Edward  was  also  received  by  his 
stern  aunt.  But  she  did  not  forgive  him  ; 
the  true  history  of  his  part  in  her  son's 
virtual  death  made  her  hate  him  more 
bitterly  than  ever. 

When  Paul  finally  left  England,  his  mother 
felt  his  loss  even  more  severely  than  when  she 
had  supposed  him  dead ;  and,  being  no  longer 
sustained  by  the  prospect  of  vengeance,  she 
gradually  declined  in  health  and  died  in  the 
course  of  a  few  years. 

Sebastian  found  most  sympathy  and  com- 
prehension in  Edward.  Though  the  latter 
did  not  doubt  that  Paul  had  done  wrong  in 
running  away  from  the  trouble  he  had 
brought  upon  himself,  and  wrong  in  renounc- 
ing the  duties  and  responsibilities  of  his  life, 
he  saw  that  he  could  not  turn  back.  Much 
as  he  disliked  anything  approaching  to   asce- 
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ticism,  lie  was  inclined  to  tliink  that  a  nature 
so  liery  and  so  destitute  of  self-control  needed 
tlie  iron  discipline  of  monastic  rule,  as  a  con- 
firmed drunkard  needs  the  restraint  of  an 
asylum,  and  the  habit  of  total  abstinence. 
Moderation  seemed  impossible  to  such  a  man. 
But  these  lenient  views  of  monasticism  were 
spasmodic  and  were  held  generally  after 
conversations  in  which  the  friar  had  spoken 
with  burning  and  eloquent  enthusiasm  of  the 
joys  of  self-renunciation,  of  his  hopes  and 
aspirations,  of  the  prospects  held  out  to  him 
of  more  active  employment,  in  which  his 
medical  knowledo^e  and  other  talents  would 
be  devoted  to  the  service  of  men  ;  and  ex- 
plained to  him  that  friars  differed  from  monks 
in  combining  the  active  with  the  contemplative 
life,  a  fact  which  was  hard  to  drive  into  his 
obtuse  Protestant  understanding. 

At  those  times  it  was  impossible  even  for  a 
practical  hard-headed  Englishman  not  to  see 
that  Friar  Sebastian  was  a  nobler  being  than 
Paul  Annesley  ;  though  in  cooler  moments  he 
thought  with  pity  and  regret  of  his  lost  friend, 
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Paul,  and    was    inclined    to    wish    liini    ])ack 
again,  faults  and  all. 

After  an  interview  wliicli  Paul  had  with 
Alice  in  the  Manor  garden  one  day,  he  i^ave 
up  striving  to  banish  her  from  his  thoughts, 
and  suffered  her  to  remain  there  till  the  last 
hour  of  his  life.  He  was  surprised  and  glad 
to  find  himself  quite  calm  in  her  presence, 
and  recoo'uized  that  the  terrible  yearnino; 
which  once  so  distracted  him  was  quite  dead, 
and  succeeded  by  a  pure  and  tender  regard, 
so  free  from  selfishness  and  so  content  with 
absence,  that  even  one  vowed  to  give  up  all 
human  ties  need  fear  nothing  from  it.  He 
gave  her  a  little  crucifix,  which  she  wore  ever 
after,  and  his  face  at  the  end  of  that  inter- 
view had  a  more  humanly  happ}'  look  than  it 
had  worn  for  years.  When  he  returned  to 
his  community  he  was  so  changed  by  this 
])ainful  but  wholesome  contact  with  the 
world  that  the  brethren  scarcely  knew  him. 
From  that  time  all  austerities  not  imposed  by 
the  rule  of  his  order  ceased,  and  he  regained 
his  former  bodily  and  mental  health.     And  if 
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he  regretted  the  vows  he  had  taken,  no  human 
being  ever  knew. 

Besides  removing  the  imputations  from  his 
cousin's  name,  Paul  had  much  to  do  to  put 
him  in  possession  of  his  property.  First  he 
had  to  prove  his  identity  and  come  to  Hfe 
legally,  which  was  a  troublesome  business ; 
then  he  had  to  execute  a  voluntary  convey- 
ance, transferring  the  bulk  of  his  landed 
property,  which,  as  was  mentioned  before, 
was  not  entailed,  to  Edward  Annesley,  and  a 
deed  of  gift  by  which  his  mother  became  the 
legal  owner  of  such  property  as  had  been 
assigned  her  by  his  will ;  a  portion  of  his 
property  he  reserved  for  himself  as  an  Eng- 
lishman, and  yielded  to  the  fraternity  as  a 
Dominican  friar.  Those  who  received  him 
into  the  community  had  consented,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  peculiar  circumstances — 
amongst  them  his  condition  that  he  could  not 
take  the  vows  if  that  involved  touchinof  the 
property  he  had  renounced  to  his  cousin — to 
be  content  with  the  small  fortune  he  was  then 
able  to  bring. 
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All  these  things,  as  will  readily  be  imagined, 
were  not  effected  without  time  and  patience, 
and  the  aid  of  learned  and  expensive  lawyers  ; 
the  last  circumstance  is  pleasant  to  reflect 
upon,  because  humane  people  like  to  think 
that  somebody — if  only  a  stray  lawyer  or 
so — is  benefited  by  the  chances  and  changes 
of  this  mortal  life. 

When,  after  that  pleasant  interview  with 
Alice,  Brother  Sebastian  went  to  the  house  to 
make  his  farewells  to  Sibyl  and  Mr.  Eickman, 
Alice  remained  behind  alone  in  the  garden. 

She  was  not  a  monk,  but  a  young  living 
woman,  with  a  warm  and  tender  heart,  and 
what  had  passed  between  her  and  her  former 
lover  and  present  friend  had  stirred  that  heart 
to  its  depths.  She  wandered  slowly  along 
the  garden  paths,  through  the  wicket  to  the 
meadow,  until  she  found  herself  under  the 
dark  roof  of  the  pine  trees,  which  swayed 
gently  in  low  and  solemn  music  above  her 
head. 

It  was  winter,  and   the   quiet  grey  day  was 
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drawing  to  a  close,  the  mild  air  taking  a 
sharp  edge  as  the  sun  sank.  She  paced  the 
dry  soft  carpet  of  fn^-needles,  with  her  faith- 
ful dog  b}"  her  side,  and  a  growing  happiness 
in  her  heart.  Her  youth  had  been  troubled, 
and  she  had  borne  a  heavy  yok-?  in  riper 
years ;  that  yoke  was  now  falling  from  her 
shoulders,  and  life,  which  had  been  so  bewil- 
dering and  difficult,  began  to  show  a  clear 
and  easy  path  for  her  weary  feet — feet  still 
young  though  so  wearied  by  the  stony  mazes 
they  had  trodden. 

Sibyl  and  Mr.  Eickman  had  taken  the 
breaking  of  her  engagement  with  Gervase 
more  gently  than  she  could  have  hoped  ; 
Sibyl  had  even  said  that  she  always  regarded 
the  match  as  a  mistake  on  both  sides  ;  Mr. 
Eickman  had  comforted  himself  with  the 
reflection  that  he  should  not  lose  her.  But 
he  no  lonofer  cluno'  to  Alice  as  he  had  done  ; 
he  flung  himself  more  now  upon  Sibyl,  which, 
after  all,  was  more  natural  and  desirable. 
Sibyl's  affection  for  Alice  was  as  great  as 
ever,  but  from  that  time  Alice  observed  that  a 
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distance  arose  and  gradually  widened  between 
the  brother  and  sister ;  she  supposed  that 
Sibyl  had  some  intuition  of  the  truth,  a  sus- 
picion increased  by  Sibyl's  silence  upon  the 
relations  which  had  existed  between  Gervase 
and  herself. 

The  grey  sky  overhead  broke  into  pearly 
fras^ments,  tinted  with  i2;old  and  rose  towards 
the  west,  where  the  oiowing;  sunset  seemed  to 
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have  consumed  the  last  speck  of  cloud  ;  the 
fir-trunks  looked  incandescent  in  the  warm 
glow ;  Alice's  face  was  doubly  transfigured 
with  radiance  from  within  and  from  without, 
while  she  thought  of  all  that  had  passed,  and 
how  of  the  three  caskets  of  lead,  of  silver  and 
of  gold,  the  best  was  hers,  and  listened  to  the 
tranquil  country  sounds,  the  hum  of  the 
threshino'-machine  in  the  vard  below,  the 
voice  of  the  cowman  calling  the  cows  by 
name  and  trudging  home  with  the  last  pails 
of  milk,  the  evening  song  of  the  robin, 
pathetically  cheerful,  the  cheery  good-night 
of  a  labourer  going  homewards  past  the 
farm-yard. 

VOL.  III.  50 
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Then  she  heard  another  and  well-known 
footstep,  beating  quick  even  time  on  the  lane 
which  led  by  the  meadow  to  the  back  of  the 
house,  and  a  well-known  voice  sin2fino\  The 
song  stopped,  for  the  singer  caught  sight  of 
her  figure  over  the  hedge  in  the  evening  glow, 
and  he  went  into  the  meadow  instead  of 
going  to  the  house,  whither,  with  the  osten- 
sible purpose  of  announcing  the  approaching' 
marriage  of  his  sister  Eleanor  with  Major 
Mcllvray,  he  was  bound. 

Alice  turned  towards  him,  the  sunset 
clothing  her  in  raiment  of  living  light ;  they 
had  scarcely  met  since  the  stormy  evening 
when  he  brought  Paul's  message,  and  thus  he 
had  not  heard  the  stor}^  she  had  then  promised 
to  tell  him.  It  seemed  but  a  moment  from 
Edward's  first  sight  of  her  figure  in  the 
evening  glory  till  when  he  stood  by  her  side 
beneath  the  soft  murmurs  of  the  pine-roof, 
thrilled  through  and  through  with  exquisite 
happiness. 

"Dearest  Alice,"  he  said,  after  some  pre- 
liminary words  had  passed  and  he  had  read 
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her  heart  in  her  face,  "  I  think  you  are  going 
to  take  me  after  aU.  I  never  could  beheve  it 
possible  that  we  should  live  apart,  even  when 
we  were  most  parted.  First  tell  me  why  you 
were  so  scornful  to  me.  How  in  the  world 
did  you  come  to  think  me  such  a  mean  sneak- 
ino[  fellow  ?  Some  of  Master  Gervase's  work 
no  doubt." 

Alice  looked  distressed  and  turned  her  face 
towards  the  sunset  behind  the  black  hills,  till 
her  features  were  transfused  and  etherealized 
by  the  lucid  glow. 

"  I  wronged  you,"  she  replied,  ''  and  owe 
you  some  amends.  Otherwise  I  would  not 
speak  of  it." 

He  did  not  like  this  distressed  look.  "  Why," 
he  asked,  "  should  you  hesitate  to  expose  one 
of  the  greatest  scoundrels  that  ever  breathed  ? 
Alice,  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  ever 

cared  for  that "  ;  he  was  obliged  to   stop 

for  want  of  a  sufficiently  powerful  epithet. 
''  I  know  that  he  schemed  and  worried  you 
into  an  engagement." 

"  I  cared  for  him  very  much,  and  I  promised 

50* 
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his    mother    on  her    death-bed,  but  I   never 
loved  him,"  she  repHed. 

"  Well,  poor  fellow  !  after  all  it  must  have 
been  a  great  temptation.  My  dearest  Alice, 
you  are  quite  sure  that  you  never  loved 
him  ?  "  he  added  with  a  relapse  to  anxiety. 

Alice  smiled,  and  Edward's  heart  again 
admitted  extenuatinsf  circumstances  in  Ger- 
vase's  case.  She  then  o-ave  him  a  brief  but 
complete  narrative  of  the  manner  in  which 
Gervase  had  blinded  her,  had  twisted  circum- 
stances and  misrepresented  events  until  she 
had  been  obliged,  in  spite  of  an  underlying 
inner  conviction  to  the  contrary,  to  accept 
Edward's  imputed  guilt  as  truth.  And  when- 
ever Edward's  indignation  rose  to  boilini?- 
point,  a  look  in  Alice's  face  was  sufficient  to 
make  him  regard  the  delinquent  with  charity. 
But  when,  at  his  earnest  request,  she  told  him 
of  the  steps  bv  which  she  had  oTaduallv  been 
led  into  the  enofao-ement,  Gervase  once  more 
became  a  villain  of  the  deepest  d3'e. 

"  But  after  all,"  he  commented  at  the  close 
of  the  recital,  "  he  had  a  more  thorough  and 
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lasting  feeling  for  you  than  could  be  expected 
of  sucli  a  scoundrel.  And  Paul  cared  only 
too  mucli  for  3'ou.  It  was  more  like  infatua- 
tion with  them  ;  not  that  either  of  them  ever 
loved  you  as  I  do  and  did  from  the  very  first. 
It  is  strange  that  a  woman  should  have  such 
power,"  he  reflected  after  a  pause  ;  "  it  is  not 
as  if  you  were  so  unusually  beautiful." 

"  Eeally  !  "     Alice     commented    with     an 
amused  smile. 

"  Because,"  he  added,  surveying  her  with 
unmoved  gravity,  "  you  are  not." 

Yet  the  Alice  before  him  to-nifdit  was  not 
the  worn  and  sorrowful  woman  he  saw  when 
he  brought  the  tidimxs  that  Paul  was  alive. 
The  beauty  of  youth,  with  something  that 
youth,  with  all  its  graces,  cannot  have,  had 
returned  to  the  face  upturned  to  him  with  a 
serious  sweetness  full  of  latent  laughter.  She 
was  touched  in  turn  by  the  change  which  had 
recently  come  over  his  face — the  grim  defiant 
look  of  late  years  was  gone,  the  old  genial 
expression  replaced  it.  Xot  Ulysses  under 
the  touch   of    Athene   was    more    briijhtened 
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than  Edward  now  the  burden  had  fallen  from 
him.  This  changed  look,  with  many  sub- 
sequent hints  from  him,  helped  her  to  guess 
what  he  had  suffered  in  silence,  and  made  her 
feel  that  no  devotion  on  her  part  would  be 
too  great  to  atone  for  what  had  gone  by. 

"  No,"  he  continued  gravely,  "  it  is  not 
beauty  alone.  If  you  do  but  turn  your  head, 
one's  heart  must  follow,  and  when  you  speak, 
it  goes  to  the  very  centre  of  one's  heart." 

"  And  yet  you  wanted  to  marry  Sibyl  ?  " 

"  Dear  Sibyl !  That  rascal  might  have  let 
his  sister  alone.  He  persuaded  me  that  her 
happiness  was  in  danger,  and  that  she,  as  well 
as  others,  had  mistaken  the  nature  of  my 
friendship,  and  I  was  fool  enough  to  believe 
him.  Sibyl  is  one  of  the  sweetest  creatures  I 
ever  knew,  Alice." 

"  It  appears,  after  all,  that  you  would  have 
preferred  Sib}^,"  Alice  said,  smiling. 

"Dear  Sibyl,"  he  repeated  gravely.  "But," 
he  added,  turning  to  Alice  again  with  a  bright 
smile,  "  she  won't  have  me.  She  told  me  that 
I  was  in  love  with  you.      She   advised  me   to 


RESTORATION.  231 

wait.     She   said   you  were  worth  waiting  for. 
She  oui>-ht  to  know." 

Ahce  turned  her  face  away  and  was  silent. 

"  I  think  no  one  will  ever  know  what  she  is 
worth,"  she  said  at  last. 

"  We  shall  never  have  a  better  friend,"  he 
added  ;  and  Alice  echoed  his  words  in  her 
heart. 

The  sun  sank  ;  all  the  glory  of  its  setting- 
melted  into  a  warm  violet  tinge,  filling  the 
western  sky,  and  making  the  dark  hillside 
show  darker  than  ever  against  the  light ;  every 
sound  was  hushed  save  the  tinkle  of  a  distant 
.sheep-bell ;  cottage  windows  glowed  warmly 
in  the  village,  showing  where  firesides  were 
cheerful  and  suppers  spread  ;  white  rime- 
crystals  were  beginning  to  sparkle  on  the  cold 
grass,  the  stars  had  the  keen  brilliance  of  frost ; 
wise  people  were  indoors  ;  yet  these  two 
lingered  beneath  the  pines,  unconscious  of 
cold,  until  even  Hubert's  lono'-sufferino-  came 
to  an  end,  and  his  displeased  whines  recalled 
them  from  beatified  cloudland  to  the  solid 
earth. 
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Love  begins  in  the  warm  morning  of  life, 
but  does  not  end  with  it  ;  thoiiirh  the  music 
of  birds  is  hushed,  though  evening  chills  come 
and  hair  is  whitened  by  the  frost  of  years,  it 
is  still  warm  and  bright  in  the  hearts  of  true 
lovers  ;  there  the  sun  always  shines  and  the 
birds  continually  sing. 


CHAPTEPt  YI. 

CONCLUSION. 

"  Shaet  of  putten'  of  'em  underground,  you 
caint  never  be  zure  on  'em,"  Eaysli  Squire 
observed  concerning  the  re  appearance  of  Paul 
Annesley,  against  whom  he  had  secretly  borne 
a  grudge  ever  since  the  irregular  and  uncere- 
monious manner  in  which  he  left  the  world. 
"  Once  vou've  a  o'ot  vour  veet  of  solid  earth 
atop  of  'cm,  you  med  warnt  they'll  bide  quiet. 
Bury  en  of  mankind  is  a  ongrateful  traiide,  but 
I  hreckon  there  aint  a  surer  traiide  nowhere. 
Ay,  a  dead  zure  traiide  is  buryen,"  he  added, 
not  intending  the  grim  pun. 

These  cheerful  observations  were  part  of 
Eaysh  Squire's  contributions  to  the  hilarity  of 
the  wedding  part}'  assembled  in  the  great 
kitchen   at    Arden   Manor   to    celebrate    the 
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marriao'e  of  Eeuben  Gale — ^Yllo,  after  several 
winters  spent  in  Algeria  in  the  service  of 
young  Mrs.  Eeginald  Annesley,  had  outgrown 
his  consumptive  tendency — with  one  of  Daniel 
Pink's  daughters,  a  housemaid  at  the  Manor. 

"  Eight  you  be,  Eaysh,"  replied  Mam  Gale, 
"  'taint  often  work  of  yourn  has  to  be  ondone. 
They  med  be  ever  so  naisy  avore,  they  bides 
still  enough  when  you've  adone  with  'em." 

"  Pretty  nigh  so  sure  as  marryen,  your  work 
is,  Eaysh,"  John  Nobbs  struck  in  with  a  view 
to  divert  conversation  to  livelier  channels. 

"  Ay,  marr^^en  agen,"  continued  Eaysh, 
irritated  by  the  assumption  that  marrying  was 
not  his  work,  "  'taint  nigh  so  zure  as  buryen ; 
we've  a-married  many  a  man  twice  over  in 
Arden  church.  There's  wold  Jackson,  you 
minds  he,  Master  Kobbs  ?  Yive  times  we 
married  en  in  Arden  church,  vive  times  over, 
to  vive  vine  women  buried  alono'side  of  en  out 
in  lytten.     Dree  on  'em  was  widows." 

"  I  don't  hold  with  so  much  marrying," 
observed  the  bridegroom,  to  whom  these 
remarks  were  distasteful.      "  Once  in  a  life- 
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time  is  quite  enough  for  any  man,"  he  added 
with  a  profound  sigh  and  a  serious  air. 

"  What !  tired  of  it  aready,  Hreub  ?  "  in- 
quired his  grandmother  ;  and  there  was  much 
laughter    and    rough    joking     at    Eeubens 

expense. 

"  Marryen/'  observed  Eaysh,  ^vhen  people 
had  exhausted  their  mirth  and  were  agam 
amenable  to  eloquence,  "  is  hke  vrostes  and 
east  winds,  powerful  onpleasant  it  es,  but  you 
caint  do  without  it  in  the  long  hrun." 

"Come,  Eaysh,"  interrupted  an  old 
bachelor  and  noted  misogynist  of  at  least 
thirty,  "  speak  for  yourself." 

"Yes,  speak  for  yourself,"  echoed  Eeuben. 
"You    caint   do    without    it,"     continued 
Eaysh,    scornfully    ignoring    these    interrup- 
tions,  "if    you   -svants   to   make   zure   of    a 
oomln.      A  wivveren  sect  they  be.      Shart  of 
awine  to  church  with  'em  and  changing  of 
their  name,  you  caint  be  sure  on  'em.      Chop 
lu-ound  at  the  last  minute  they  ^vin.     Look  at 
Mrs.  Annesley,  Miss  Lingard  that  was.     John 
Cave  had  a-turned  a  coat  hready  for  me  to 
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marry  her  to  Mr.  Gervase,  and  I'd  a-bouglit  a 
bran-new  neck-cloth,  and  everything  hready, 
and  the  church  scoured  from  top  to  bottom. 
That  was  vour  year  ac^o  come  next  Middle- 
mass.  Darned  if  I  ever  zeen  Mr.  Merten  look 
onluckier  than  a  did  that  day.  '  Wedden,'  he 
ses,  '  there  aint  a-gwine  to  be  no  wedden, 
Eaysh.'  That  was  the  first  I  yeard  of  it. 
Zimmed  as  thous^h  he'd  a-knocked  all  the 
wind  out  of  me  when  a  zaid  that.  The  ways 
of  the  women  volk  is  that  wivveren  the  best 
on  'em.  A  ondeniable  sect  is  womankind,  a 
ondeniable  sect." 

Here  John  Nobbs,  who  was  at  the  head  of 
the  table,  working  steadily  away  at  a  mighty 
sirloin,  observed  that  both  parties  had  done 
better  in  the  matrimonial  lotterv  than  if  that 
wedding  had  taken  place.  "Misself,"he  said, 
"  I  never  mv  mv  consent  to  that  match. 
'  They'll  never  goo  in  double  harness,'  I  ses  to 
misself,  man}'  a  time  when  I  zeen  'em  to- 
gether." 

"  Ah,  Master  Xobbs,  I  don't  go  with  you," 
said    Jacob    Gale.      "  Mr.    Gervase   have   a- 
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looked  too  liiiiii.  Tis  ao-en  nature  for  a  man 
to  look  up  to  his  wife.  Lady  Sliarlett  comes 
of  one  of  the  highest  vamilies  in  the  land,  and 
I  warnt  she'll  make  en  mind  that." 

"  Mis'able  proud  is  Lady  Sharlett,"  said  the 
gardener.  "  She  was  out  in  gairden  a 
good  hour  one  day,  and  she  took  no  more 
count  of  me  than  if  Ld  a-ben  a  malley- 
shag."  * 

Here  the  discussion  of  Lady  Charlotte's 
peculiarities  was  cut  short  by  the  entrance  of 
Mr.  Eickman  and  Sibyl,  accompani  d  by 
Edward  Annesley  and  Alice,  the  latter  c  arry- 
ing  the  two-year-old  heir  of  Gledesworth, 
whose  birthday  was  being  celebrated  by  a 
visit  to  Arden  Manor,  and  a  great  drinking  of 
healths  ensued,  accompanied  by  speech- 
making,  in  which  Eaysli  Squire  outdid  hini- 
seK,  and  the  bridegroom  endured  a  purgatory 
of  stammers,  blushes,  and  breakdowns. 

"  I  cannot  imagine,"  Sibyl  remarked,  when 
the  ceremony  was  over  and  the  family  had 
left  the  kitchen  for  the  garden,  where   they 

*  Caterpillar. 
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disposed  tliemselves  on  various  seats  beneath 
the  apple-trees,  now  in  bloom,  "  why  men, 
however  sensible  they  may  be,  always  look  so 
foolish  when  beini^  married/' 

"  Don't  you  think  they  have  cause,  Sibyl  ?  " 
Edward  asked  ;  "  that  a  secret  consciousness 
of  their  own  folly " 

"  Folly,  indeed  !  "  laughed  Sibyl.  ''  Now 
the  brides  would  do  well  to  look  siUy  or  else 
sad.  Yet  they  never  do.  The  shyest  girl  in 
the  humblest  class  always  wears  a  subdued 
air  of  triumph  at  her  marriage.  Human 
beings  certainly  are  the  oddest  creatures." 

Here  Mr.  Eickman  expressed  a  wish,  after 
a  lono'  dissertation  concerninor  the  irradual 
evolution  of  marriage  rites  from  primitive 
times  till  now,  with  some  remarks  upon  such 
customs  as  the  bride  presenting  the  bride- 
groom with  a  whip  and  the  throwing  of  rice, 
to  see  this  triumphant  look  upon  Sibyl's  face 
before  long. 

"  My  dear  papa,  don't  ^^ou  think  I  look 
triumphant  enough  as  it  is  ?  "  she  replied.  "  I 
exult  in  freedom ;  let  others  hug  their  chains. 
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Besides,  I  have  you  to  tyrannize  over,  so  what 
do  I  want  with  a  husband  to  plague  ?  " 

She  looked  radiant  enough,  if  not  tri- 
umphant, as  she  stood  beneath  the  crimson 
apple-blossoms,  with  the  dappled  sun-lights 
dancing  over  her,  tossing  the  laughing  boy 
above  her  curly  head,  her  dark  eyes 
sparkling  and  the  rich  tints  glowing  in  her 
cheeks.  "  Marriage,''  she  would  sometimes 
say,  in  answer  to  such  observations  as  this  of 
Mr.  Eickman's,  "  is  not  one  of  my  foibles.  I 
like  my  brother  men  and  cannot  bring  my- 
self to  make  any  of  them  miserable,  and  I 
like  Miss  Sibyl  Eickman  and  her  peace  of 
mind,  and  I  like  to  write  what  I  think,  which 
I  could  not  do  if  married.  Besides,  what  in 
the  world  would  people  do  if  there  were  no 
old  maids  ?  " 

Edward  and  Alice  knew  that  they  would 
have  been  the  poorer  for  her  marriage, 
though  they  often  wished  it.  Both  were 
certain  that  she  had  conquered  the  early  feel- 
ing which  at  one  time  threatened  to  make 
shipwreck  of  her  happiness,  and  this  certitude 
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made    tlieir   constant  intercourse   with   Sibyl 
very  happy. 

Ahce  had  wished  not  to  hve  at  Gledes- 
worth.  She  did  not  care  for  the  state  and 
circumstance  of  the  great  house,  and  was  op- 
pressed by  its  traditions.  She  would  rather 
have  left  the  property  with  Paul,  to  be  ab- 
sorbed by  his  community,  or  passed  it  on  to 
the  next  brother,  but  Edward  soon  convinced 
her  that  such  schemes  were  impracticable, 
that  responsibilites  cannot  be  evaded,  and 
finally  that  it  was  their  duty  to  live,  as  much 
as  his  military  life  permitted,  at  Gledesworth, 
which  had  now  become  a  charming  home, 
the  resort  of  a  wide  circle  of  friends  and 
kinsfolk. 

What  with  the  provision  for  Paul's  mother, 
and  the  slice  taken  out  for  the  Dominicans, 
the  Gledesworth  estate  was  so  diminished  that 
they  were  not  overburdened  with  riches,  and 
had  to  use  some  economy  to  meet  the  charges 
entailed  by  the  possession  of  land.  As  for 
the  hereditary  curse,  Annesley  laughed  that 
to  scorn,   and  had  many    a  merry  battle  of 
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words  with  Sibyl  upon  the  subject.  The 
distich,*  he  argued,  proved,  if  anything,  its 
own  falsity,  since  Eeginald  Annesley's 
affliction  ought  to  have  broken  the  spell, 
which  nevertheless  continued  to  work  upon 
two  successive  heirs  after  him.  But  Sibyl 
maintained  that  Paul  has  broken  the  spell  in 
the  Dominican  convent.  Very  likely  Eeginald 
had  been  immured  in  a  brick  buildinof,  she 
would  affirm  with  profound  gravity. 

"  Your  godson,  Sibyl,"  Edward  said,  takinor 
the  boy  from  her  arms,  "  will  die  when  it 
pleases  God,  not  before.  And  if  he  does 
not  live  to  inherit  Gledesworth,  it  will  not 
be  because  a  widow  cursed  his  ancestors 
centuries  ago.  It  may  be  from  his  own 
fault  or  folly,  indeed,  though  he  is  too  like 
his  mother  to  have  many  faults.  Poor  Eeu- 
ben's  children,  I  grant  you,  may  inherit  a 
curse."  And  so  he  thought,  will  Gervase's, 
but  theirs  will  be  the  curse  of  a  crooked 
nature. 

*  "  Whanne  ye  lord  ys  mewed  in  stoiien  celle, 
Gledesworthe  thanne  shalle  brake  hys  spelle."'* 
VOL.    TIT.  51 
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Gervase  Eickman  was  then  actually 
walking  along  the  grey-green  ridge  of  down 
which  rose  behind  the  Manor  against  the 
pale  April  sky.  Business  had  called  him 
unexpectedly  to  Medington,  which  he  still 
represented,  and,  leaving  his  carriage  in  the 
high  road,  with  instructions  to  wait  at  the 
Traveller's  Eest,  he  descended  the  slope  and 
walked  over  the  springy  turf,  looking  down 
upon  Arden  and  its  familiar  fields  and 
trees,  and  upon  the  very  garden  where 
Alice  and  Sibyl  were  making  cow-slip  balls 
for  the  baby  Annesley.  The  changeable 
April  day  clouded  over  as  he  walked  and 
gazed  ;  the  blush  of  vivid  green  died  from 
the  trees  and  copses ;  the  plain  darkened 
and  the  shadows  in  the  hill-sides  deepened. 
The  song  birds  were  silent ;  the  melancholy 
wail  of  a  plover  drew  his  attention  to  a 
single  bird,  fluttering  as  if  wounded  before 
him,  and  trying  in  its  simple,  pathetic  cunning 
to  draw  his  attention  away  from  the  nest 
which   that  very  cry  betrayed. 

On  the  bleak  March  day  when  he    waited 
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on  that  down  outside  the  Traveller's  Rest  for 
AUce,  he   had   thoug^ht   much    of    the  omni- 
potence    of    human    will,    and    purposed    to 
mould    mankind  to  his  own  ends.     Then  he 
was  an  obscure   country    lawyer,  nursing  an 
unsuspected    ambition  in   the    depths    of    his 
heart.     Now    his    name    was    in  every    one's 
mouth  ;  he  had  climbed   more  than  one  step 
towards   the    heiolit    he    intended     to    scale. 
The     minister     whose      patronage     had     so 
early  been  his    was  now   in    office.     He  had 
approved  himself    to  his    party    as  a    useful 
and    almost   indispensable    instrument,     par- 
ticularly by  the  services  he  had  rendered  in 
the  last  general    election  which  restored    the 
Liberals    to    power.     His   financial    skill  was 
be2:innino'  to  be    recosfnized,    his   name    had 
weight  in  financial  society,  which  he  affected. 
Everything  he  touched  turned    to  gold.     By 
his    marriage    with   Lady    Charlotte  he    was 
connected    with    half   the    peerage  and    was 
son-in-law    to    a    minister.     Lady    Charlotte, 
it  is  true,  was  neither  so   young  as  she  had 
been,  nor  so   beautiful    as    she    might    have 

51* 
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been,  nor  was  she  well  dowered.  She  was 
known  to  have  a  tongue  and  suspected  of 
having  a  temper  ;  but  she  was  a  woman 
who  knew  the  world  both  of  politics  and  of 
society,  and  was  the  most  useful  wife  a  man 
in  his  position  could  possibly  have.  His 
ambition,  great  as  it  was,  was  being  more 
rapidly  gratified  than  even  he  had  expected. 
He  had  gained  the  world,  and  lost  his  soul. 

But  to-day   he  no    longer    believed  in   the 

omnipotence  of  will  and  energy.     He  looked 

down  upon  the  roofs  of   Arden  and.  thought 

of    the  severe  check  his    will    had    received 

there  ;  he  thought,  too,    of  the  unexpectedly 

favourable  conjunction  of    affairs  for  him   in 

other    respects,   and    acknowledged    another 

power,     which     he     called     destiny.   .  What 

would  the   hrst    Napoleon     have    done,     he 

mused,    in   peaceful  England  at   this  end  of 

the  nineteenth  century  ?     If   he  had    missed 

the  Crimea  and  the  Mutiny,   he  might    have 

risen    to   be    half-pay    officer ;  had   he    been 

in  time  for  those  crises,  he  mio-ht  have  been 

reckoned  an  excellent  ueneral,  nothincf  more. 
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Beyond    the   unseen    sea    behind    the  hills 
rising  before    Eickman's  eyes    lay  a   country 
occupied    by   an    hostile    army   and  torn   by 
revolution.     Why  had     not     destiny    placed 
him  there,   where  the    hour  was    come,  but 
not   the  man    to  rule    it?     An    eager   fancy 
could  almost  hear  the  far-off  thunder  of  the 
war  fitfully  raging  beyond  that  little  strip  of 
sea,   over   whose    quiet   waters   he     actually 
heard  the  boom  of  English  guns,  hred  only  in 
peaceful  practice,  not  at  masses  of  Uving  men. 
There,    in   the    world's    beautiful    pleasure 
city,  an  agony  beyond  all  the    agonies  of  war 
was  slowly  wearing  itself  out  through   these 
pleasant    spring    months,      an     agony    then 
hidden  within  the  walls  of  Paris  beleaguered 
by  her  own  children,  and  never    fully  to  be 
known.     Gervase  Eickman    gave    a    passing 
thought     to    that   tragedy   and  foresaw    the 
flames  and  indiscriminate  slaughter  in  which 
it  was  before  long     to    terminate,    when   the 
Seine  hterally  ran  with    French   blood    shed 
by    French    hands,    the    tragedy   of    an   un- 
bridled    mob     fitfully     swayed     by     one    or 
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two  fanatics  in  possession  of  a  great  city, 
and  he  wondered  at  the  weakness  of  those 
who  ought  to  have  ruled. 

Though  he  still  believed  more  in  men  than 
in  institutions,  and  scorned  weakness  above 
everything,  he  did  not  believe  as  he  had  done 
that  day  by  the  Traveller's  Eest ;  his  ambition 
had  now  risen  from  the  vaijue  of  o'olden 
visions  into  the  clearness  of  reality,  and  he 
could  see  how  low  was  the  hisfhest  summit 
within  his  reach.  Yet  it  was  the  sole  object 
of  his  life,  he  cared  for  nothing  else.  The 
human  side  of  his  character  was  paralysed  on 
the  day  when  he  lost  Alice.  It  was  not  only 
that  all  his  better  instincts  and  nobler  aspira- 
tions died  the  moment  his  life  was  cut  off  from 
all  tender  feelings  and  sundered  from  the 
purer  influences  of  hers,  but  in  losing  her  he 
had  to  a  certain  extent  lost  Sibyl,  and  drifted 
away  from  those  earlier  and  stronger  ties 
which  begin  with  life  itself.  Sibyl,  the  second 
good  genius  of  his  life,  was  never  again  on  the 
old  terms  with  him.  Whenever  they  met 
there    was    an    invisible,    impassable   barrier 
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between  them ;  perhaps  she  knew  all  and 
despised  him,  as,  he  knew,  Alice  despised 
him. 

All  his  life  long,  through  wealth  and  power 
and  gratified  ambition,  he  was  to  bear  about 
the  heavy  pain  of  having  lost,  not  Alice  only, 
but  her  respect,  of  having  won  not  her  love 
but  her  bitter  scorn.  He  looked  down  upon 
the  Manor,  where  she  was  so  frequent  a  guest 
that  he  never  went  there  himself  without  a 
previous  intimation,  lest  they  should  meet,  as 
it  was  tacitly  understood  they  could  not,  and 
he  yearned  for  the  old  days  to  live  again,  that 
he  might  act  differently.  Since  he  was  fated 
not  to  win  her  heart,  which  he  saw  clearly 
now  was  beyond  human  volition,  he  might 
still  have  been  able  to  look  in  her  face  and 
see  the  old  tender  friendlv  look  in  her  eves  : 
and  yet  had  he  remained  true  to  his  better 
self,  he  could  never  have  succeeded  as  he  was 
to  succeed  wdien  freed  from  scruples  and  rid 
of  the  importunities  of  conscience.  He  would 
have  lost  the  world  and  saved  his  soul  alive. 

For   some   moments   the  old   yearninc^    re- 
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turned  with  such  force  at  the  sight  of  the 
pleasant  paths  in  which  they  had  wandered 
together,  that  he  thought  he  would  have 
been  content  to  remain  all  his  life  in  that 
quiet  spot,  an  obscure  country  lawyer,  with 
Alice  by  his  side,  with  his  old  father  to  care 
for  and  Sibyl  to  take  pride  in.  Not  that  he 
did  not  now  take  great  pride  in  Sibyl  and  her 
increasing  literary  reputation,  but  it  would 
have  been  different  if  the  dark  shadow  had 
not  come  between  them.  But  Lady  Charlotte, 
who  had  been  his  wife  four  months,  did  not 
like  Arden.  Mr.  Eickman  bored  her,  she 
was  afraid  of  Sibyl,  and  looked  down  upon 
them  all ;  he  knew  that  she  would  put  them 
farther  and  farther  asunder  and  himself 
farther  and  ever  farther  from  his  nobler 
nature. 

He  leant  upon  the  gate  by  which  he  was 
standing  with  Alice  on  that  summer  evening, 
when  he  uttered  those  two  fatal  words,  "quite 
right,"  and  reviewed  all  that  episode  in  his 
life,  the  inclination  first  springing  from  a 
sordid  thought  of  Alice's  fortune,  then  fostered 
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by  the  cliarni  of  her  daily  society,  and 
strengthened  by  the  strong  purpose  with 
which  he  pursued  every  aim,  until  it  became 
a  ruHng  passion,  the  frustration  of  which  tore 
away  one-half  of  his  character.  He  had 
played  skilfully  and  daringly,  and  he  had  lost 
through  no  folh',  for  who  could  dream  that  a 
man  would  rise  from  the  dead  to  frustrate 
him  ?  Will,  skill,  and  fate  were  to  him  the 
sole  rulers  of  things  human.  He  did  not 
recoo'nize  that  nothing;  can  stand  which  is  not 
built  upon  the  eternal  foundations  of  truth 
and  justice. 

Nevertheless,  as  he  continued  to  gaze  on 
the  old  paternal  lields  in  which  he  had  passed 
his  boyhood  and  youth,  a  vague  regret  for 
what  he  might  have  been,  had  he  been  only 
true  to  himself,  rose  and  mingled  with  the 
piercing  sense  of  loss  and  moral  humiliation, 
which  never  wholly  left  him,  and  he  turned 
from  Arden  and  walked  on.  Now  his  face 
was  towards  Gledesworth,  which  lay  unseen 
behind  the  down,  and  he  gave  one  jealous, 
passionate  thought  to  the  life  Alice  was  living 
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there  with  Edward  Annesley,  who  was  now  no 
more  shunned  or  shadowed  by  the  reproach 
of  an  unproved  accusation,  and  yet  another 
thought  to  the  strange  death  in  Hfe  of  Paul 
Annesley. 

And  just  then  the  coast  guns  boomed  over 
the  peaceful  waters  again,  recalling  his 
thouofhts  to  the  tra2;edv  beyond  the  sea. 
The  group  in  the  garden  below  heard  the 
same  low  thunder,  and  Sibyl  made  some 
jesting  allusion  to  the  Annesley  gun,  which 
had  just  been  triumphantly  tested  at  Shoe- 
buryness  ;  and  Edward  thought  of  the  deadly 
earnest  with  which  French  cannon  were  being 
fired  on  the  other  side  of  that  sunnv  sea. 

They  did  not  know  that,  just  then,  under 
the  walls  of  Paris,  while  some  men  wounded 
after  a  repulse  were  being  placed  in  an  am- 
bulance, a  shot  from  the  fort  behind  them 
struck  a  friar  who  was  in  the  act  of  lifting 
the  last  man  and  killed  him  on  the  spot. 

The  wounded  man  orroaned  when  his  livinij 
support  gave  way,  but  other  hands  raised  him, 
and    the   ambulance    moved    awav  from    the 
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dangerous  spot,  leaving  the  dead  man  behind 
in  their  haste.  He  was  one  of  those 
Dominicans,  who,  from  the  first  outbreak  of 
the  war,  had  been  in  the  field  with  the  French 
armies.  In  disengaging  the  slain  friar  from 
the  man  he  was  lifting,  they  had  turned  him 
so  that  he  lay  face  upwards,  his  arms  out- 
stretched as  in  the  restful  slumber  of  youth, 
his  white  dress  stained  crimson  over  the 
breast,  his  eyes  closed  to  the  spring  sunshine, 
his  scarred  face  wearing  the  sweet  and  peace- 
ful smile  often  seen  in  the  soldier  killed  in 
battle. 

Thus  Paul  Annesley's  troubled  soul  passed 
heroically  to  its  rest. 

Though  they  could  not  know  what  was 
happening  beyond  the  sea,  a  vague  sadness 
in  keeping  with  the  sudden  overclouding  of 
the  spring  day  filled  the  hearts  of  those  to 
whom  the  slain  man  had  been  dear,  a  sadness 
which  passed  like  the  cloud  itself. 

Even  Gervase  Rickman  felt  the  passing 
gloom,  and  shaking  off  the  gentler  memories 
of    his   life,   and    walking    quickly   over    the 
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sunny  turf  where  the  scattered  sheep  were 
feedmg,  he  reached  the  sign-post  beneath 
which  he  was  standing  when  Edward  Annesley 
came  singing  by  years  ago.  There  his  car- 
riage was  waiting  by  the  Traveller's  Eest,  and 
he  sprang  into  it  and  was  quickly  whirled  out 
of  sight. 

The  little  group  at  Arden  Manor  were 
tranquilly  sitting  beneath  the  apple-trees. 
Mr.  Eickman,  forgetful  of  coins  and  an- 
tiquities, was  patiently  weaving  daisy- chains 
for  little  Paul,  who  called  him  grandfather, 
and  whom  he  loved  more  than  the  little 
Eickmans  who  came  after  him  ;  Alice  was 
relating  the  family  news — the  expected  visit 
of  her  mother-in-law  and  Harriet  to  Gledes- 
worth,  the  probability  that  Major  McUvray 
and  Eleanor  would  follow  them  ;  Wilfrid's 
chances  of  promotion  and  his  intention  to 
marry  ;  the  appointment  of  Jack,  the  youngest 
Annesley,  to  a  ship,  and  the  recent  visit  they 
had  paid  to  Mrs.  Walter  Annesley,  who  was 
growing  weaker  day  by  day  ;  the  probability 
of  Edward's  retiring  from  active  service. 
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The  shadows  lengthened  and  the  Annesleys 
went  back  to  their  pleasant  home.  Sibyl 
returned  to  the  wedding-party,  led  the  danc- 
ing and  listened  to  the  singing,  and  saw  the 
bride  and  bridegroom  start  for  their  new 
home  at  the  falling  of  the  dusk. 

When  she  was  sitting  by  the  hearth  with 
her  father  that  night  she  mused  on  the 
different  ways  in  which  human  lives  are 
ordered.  As  days  of  brilliant  sunshine  and 
blue  skies  are  rare  in  England,  so  are  lives  of 
full  and  unclouded  happiness  in  this  world  ; 
but  there  are  many  sweet  neutral-tinted  days 
full  of  peace,  in  which  plants  grow  and  birds 
sing,  and  the  clouds  break  away  into  soft 
glory  at  sunset.  Sibyl's  life  was  like  one  of 
these  serene  days  ;  it  was  happy  and  by  no 
means  unfruitful. 


THE    END. 
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Containing  problems  in  Arithmetic,  Algebra,  Geometry,  and 
Mensuration,  for  Students  of  the  Indian  Universities.  Crown 
Svo,  6s. 
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BAUR,  Ferdinand,  Dr.  Fh.—K  Philological  Introduction  to 
Greek  and  Latin  for  Students.  Translated  and  adapted 
from  the  German,  by  C.  Kegan  Paul,  M.A.,  and  E.  D. 
Stone,  M.A.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

BAYLY,  Capt.  George.— '5iQ,2L  Life  Sixty  Years  Ago.  A  Record  of 
Adventures  which  led  up  to  the  Discovery  of  the  Relics  of  the 
long-missing  Expedition  commanded  by  the  Comte  de  la  Peroubc. 
Crown  Svo,  3^.  6t/. 

BEXSOX,  A.  C. — William  Laud,  sometime  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury.     A  Study,     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

BLACKBURX,  Mrs.  IIucr/i.—Bihle  Beasts  and  Birds.  22  Illus- 
trations of  Scripture  photographed  from  the  OriginaL     4to,  42^. 

BLOOMFIELD,  77-^  Zt7./T.— Reminiscences  of  Court  and  Dip- 
lomatic Life.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Frontispiece. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

BLUXF,  Fhe  Fen.  Archdeacon. — The  Divine  Patriot,  and  other 
Sermons.  Preached  in  Scarborough  and  in  Cannes.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  4^-.  6d. 

BL  IX'F,  U'Ufrid  6".— The  Future  of  Islam.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Ideas  about  India.     Crown  Svo.     Cloth,  6j-. 

BO]VEX,  H.  C.,  J/. ^.—Studies  in  English.  For  the  use  of  Modem 
Schools.     Ninth  Thousand,      Small  crown  Svo,  \s.  6d. 

English  Grammar  for  Beginners.     Fcap.  Svo,  \s. 

Simple  English  Poems.  English  Literature  for  Junior  Classes. 
In  four  parts.  Parts  I.,  II.,  and  III,,  6d.  each.  Part  IV.,  \s. 
Complete,  3^. 

BRADLEY,  F.  B'.—The  Principles  of  Logic.     Demy  Svo,  i6s. 

BRIDGEFT,  Rrj.  F.  £.— History  of  the  Holy  Eucharist  in 
Great  Britain.     2  vols.     Demy  Svo,  iSj. 

BROOKE,  Rev.  Stopford  A.—T\vq  Fight  of  Faith.  Sermons  preached 
on  various  occasions.     Fifth  Edition,     Crown  Svo,  7^.  6d. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Christian  Life.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  is. 

Theology  in  the  English  Poets.— Cowper,  Coleridge,  Words- 
worth, and  Burns.     Sixth  Edition.     Post  Svo,  5J. 

Christ  in  Modern  Life.     Sixteenth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5J 

Sermons.     First  Series.    Thirteenth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

Sermons.     Second  Series.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

BROWN,  Horatio  F. — Life  on  the  Lagoons.  With  2  Illustrations 
and  Map.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Venetian  Studies.     Crown  Svo,  7^.  6d. 
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BROIVX,  Kev.  J.  Baldwin.— i:\\e  Higher  Life.  Its  Reality,  Ex- 
perience, and  Destiny.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5j. 

Doctrine  of  Annihilation  in  the  Light  of  the  Gospel  of 
Love.     Five  Discourses.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

The  Christian  Policy  of  Life.  A  Book  for  Young  Men  of 
Business.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  3J.  6d. 

BURDETT,  Ilcnry  C— Help  in  Sickness— 'Where  to  Go  and 
"What  to  Do.     Crown  Svo,  \s.  6d. 

Helps  to  Health.  The  Habitation — The  Nursery — The  School- 
room and — The  Person.  With  a  Chapter  on  Pleasure  and  Health 
Resorts.     Crown  Svo,  is.  6d. 

BURKE,  Oliver  /.—South  Isles  of  Aran  (County  Gal  way). 
Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

BURKE,  The  Late  Veiy  Rev.  T.  iV.— His  Life.  By  W.  J.  Fitz- 
PATRICK.     2  vols.     With  Portrait.     Demy  Svo,  30^. 

BURTON,  Lady.— The  Inner  Life  of  Syria,  Palestine,  and 
the  Holy  Land.     Post  Svo,  6s. 

CANDLER,  C— The  Prevention  of  Consumption.  A  Mode  of 
Prevention  founded  on  a  New  Theory  of  the  Nature  of  the 
Tubercle-Bacillus.     Demy  Svo,  \os.  6d. 

CAFES,  y.  M.—TYie  Church  of  the  Apostles :  an  Historical 
Inquiiy.     Demy  Svo,  9^. 

CARPENTER,  W.  B.—The  Principles  of  Mental  Physiology. 
With  their  Applications  to  the  Training  and  Discipline  of  the 
Mind,  and  the  Study  of  its  Morbid  Conditions.  Illustrated. 
Sixth  Edition.     Svo,  12s. 

Nature  and  Man.  With  a  Memorial  Sketch  by  the  Rev.  J. 
EsTLiN  Carpenter.     Portrait.     Large  crown  Svo,  Ss.  6d. 

Catholic  Dictionary.  Containing  some  Account  of  the  Doctrine, 
Discipline,  Rites,  Ceremonies,  Councils,  and  Religious  Orders  of 
the  Catholic  Church.  By  William  E.  Addis  and  Thomas 
Arnold,  M.  A.     Third  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  2 ix. 

Century  Guild  Hobby  Horse.     Vols.  I.  and  II.     Half  parchment, 

I2s.  6d.  each. 
CHARLES,  Rev.  R.  LL. — Forgiveness,  and  other  Sermons.     Crown 

Svo,  4J.  6d. 

C//EVNE,  Canon. — The  Prophecies  of  Isaiah.  Translated  with 
Critical  Notes  and  Dissertations.  2  vols.  Fourth  Edition.  Demy 
Svo,  25J. 

Job  and  Solomon  ;  or,  the  Wisdom  of  the  Old  Testament. 
Demy  Svo,  \2s.  6d. 

The  Psalms  ;  or.  Book  of  The  Praises  of  Israel.  Translated 
with  Commentary.     Demy  Svo.      \6s. 


5  A  List  of 

Churgress,  The.     By  "The  Prac."     Fcap.  Svo,  2>^.  6d. 

CLAIRAUT.—'E.lQraenXs  of  Geometry.  Translated  by  Dr. 
Kaines.     With  145  Figures.     Crown  Svo,  ^s.  6d. 

CLAPPERTON,  Jane  ^/^;;/^.  — Scientific  Meliorism  and  the 
Evolution  of  Happiness.     Large  crown  Svo,  Zs.  6d. 

CLARKE,  Rev.  Henry  James,  A.K.C. — The  Fundamental  Science. 
Demy  Svo,  \Qs.  6d. 

CLODD,  Edivard,  F.R.A.S.—The  Childhood  of  the  World  :  a 
Simple  Account  of  Man  in  Early  Times.  Eighth  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  3s. 

A  Special  Edition  for  Schools,     is. 

The  Childhood  of  Religions.  Including  a  Simple  Account  of 
the  Birth  and  Growth  of  Myths  and  Legends.  Eighth  Thousand. 
Crown  Svo,  5^". 

A  Special  Edition  for  Schools,     is.  6d. 

Jesus  of  Nazareth.  With  a  brief  sketch  of  Jewish  History  to  the 
Time  of  Ilis  Birth.     Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 

COGHLAX,  J.  Cole,  Z>.Z>.— The  Modern  Pharisee  and  other 
Sermons.  Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  H.  H,  Dickinson.  D.D., 
Dean  of  Chapel  Royal,  Dublin.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  "^s.  6d. 

COLERIDGE,  ^'am.— Memoir  and  Letters  of  Sara  Coleridge. 

Edited  by  her  Daughter.     With  Index.     Cheap  Edition.     With 
Portrait,     "js.  6d. 

COLERIDGE,  The  Ho7i.  6"/^///^^.— Demetrius.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

COiYiYELL,  A.  IC. — Discontent  and  Danger  in  India.  Small 
crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

The  Economic  Revolution  of  India.     Crown  Svo,  4J.  6d. 

COOK,  Keningak,  LL.D. — The  Fathers  of  Jesus.  A  Study  of  the 
Lineage  of  the  Christian  Doctrine  and  Traditions.  2  vols.  Demy 
Svo,  I'^s. 

CORR,  the  late  Rev.  T.  J.,  J/.^.— Favilla  ;  Tales,  Essays,  and  Poems. 
Crown  Svo,  5.r. 

CORY,  William.— K  Guide  to  Modern  English  History.  Part  T. 
— MDCCCXV.-MDCCCXXX.  Demy  Svo,  9^.  Part  II.— 
MDCCCXXX.-MDCCCXXXV.,  15^. 

COTTON,  H.  y.  6-.— New  India,  or  India  in  Transition. 
Third  Edition.  Crown  Svo,  4J.  dd. ;  Cheap  Edition,  paper 
covers,  is. 

COWIE,  Right  Rro.  W.  C— Our  Last  Year  in  New  Zealand. 
1SS7.     Crown  Svo,  ']s.  6d. 

COX,  Rev.  Sir  George  IV.,  M.A.,  Bart.—TYiQ  Mythology  of  the 
Aryan  Nations.     New  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  i6j-. 
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cox.  Rev.  Sir  George  JK,  M.A.,  B art.— continued. 

Tales  of  Ancient  Greece.    New  Edition.     Small  crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  Manual  of  Mythology  in  the  form  of  Question  and 

Answer.     New  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  3^. 

An  Introduction  to  the  Science  of  Comparative  Myth- 
ology and  Folk-Lore,    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo.    ^s.  6d. 

COX,  Rev.  Sir  G.  W.,  M.A.,  Bart.,  and  JONES,  Eustace  Hinton.— 
Popular  Romances  of  the  Middle  Ages.  Third 
Edition,  in  i  vol.     Crown  8vo,  ds. 

COX,  Rev.  Samuel,  D.D.—K  Commentary  on  the  Book  of  Job. 

With  a  Translation.     Second  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  15^-. 
Salvator  Mundi ;  or,  Is  Christ  the  Saviour  of  all  INIen  ?     Tenth 

Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^'. 
The  Larger  Hope.     A  Sequel  to  "Salvator   Mundi."    Second 

Edition.      l6mo,  \s. 
The  Genesis  of  Evil,  and  other  Sermons,  mainly  expository. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  65. 

Balaam.     An  Exposition  and  a  Study.     Crown  8vo,  5^-. 

Miracles.     An  Argument  and  a  Challenge.     Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 

CRA  VEN^  Mrs.—K  Year's  Meditations.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

CRAWFURD,  C>ji£;a/^.— Portugal,  Old  and  New.  With  Illustra- 
tions and  Maps.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

CRUISE,  Francis  Richard,  yI/.Z>.— Thomas  a  Kempis.  Notes  of 
a  Visit  to  the  Scenes  in  which  his  Life  was  spent.  With  Portraits 
and  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  12.S. 

Dante :  The  Banquet  (II  Comito).  Translated  by  Katharini: 
HiLLARD.     Crown  8vo. 

DARMESTETER,  Arsene.—The  Life  of  Words  as  the  Symbols 
of  Ideas.     Crown  Svo,  4^.  6d. 

DAVIDSON,  Rev.  Samuel,  D.D.,  ZZ.Z*.— Canon  of  the  Bible". 
Its  Formation,  History,  and  Fluctuations.  Third  and  Revised 
Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  ^s. 

The  Doctrine  of  Last  Things  contained  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment compared  with  the  Notions  of  the  Jews  and  the  Statements 
of  Church  Creeds.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

DAWSON,  Geo.,  M.A.  Prayers,  with  a  Discourse  on  Prayer. 
Edited  by  his  Wife.  First  Series.  Ninth  Edition.  Small  Crown 
Svo,  3^.  6d. 

Prayers,  'with  a  Discourse  on  Prayer.  Edited  by  George 
St.  Clair,  F.G.  S.     Second  Series.     Small  Crown  Svo,  35-.  6d. 

Sermons  on  Disputed  Points  and  Special  Occasions. 
Edited  by  his  Wife.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
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DAWSON,   Geo.,  M. A. —continued. 

Sermons  on  Daily  Life  and  Duty.  Edited  by  his  Wife. 
Filth  Edition.     Small  Crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

The  Authentic  Gospel,  and  other  Sermons.  Edited  by 
George  St.  Clair,  F.G.  S.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Every-day  Counsels.  Edited  by  George  St.  Clair,  F.G.S. 
Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Biographical  Lectures.     Edited  by  George  St.  Clair,  F.G.S 

Third  Edition.     Large  crown  8vo,  75,  6d. 

Shakespeare,  and  other  Lectures.  Edited  by  George  St. 
Clair,  F.G.S.     Large  crown  8vo,  7^-.  6d. 

DE  JONCOURT,  Madame  J/^rzV.— ^Wholesome  Cookery.  Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ij-.  6d\  paper  covers,  \s. 

DENT,  H.  C. — A  Year  in  Brazil.  With  Notes  on  Religion,  Meteor- 
ology, Natural  History,  etc.  Maps  and  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo,  iZs. 

DOJVDEN,  Edward,  ZZ.ZP.— Shakspere  :  a  Critical  Study  of  his 
Mind  and  Art.     Eighth  Edition.     Post  Svo,  12s. 

Studies  in  Literature,  1789-1S77.  Fourth  Edition.  Large 
post  8vo,  6s. 

Transcripts  and  Studies.     Large  post  Svo.     12s. 

Dulce  Donaum.     Fcap.  Svo,  5^. 

DU  MONCEL,  CounL— The  Telephone,  the  Microphone,  and 
the  Phonograph.  With  74  Illustrations.  Third  Edition. 
Small  crown  Svo,  5^-. 

DUNN,  H.  Percy.— Ini^xiX  Health.  The  Physiology  and  Hygiene 
of  Early  Life.     Crown  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

DURUY,  Victor. — History  of  Rome  and  the  Roman  People. 
Edited  by  Prof.  Mahaffy.  With  nearly  3000  Illustrations.  4to. 
6  vols,  in  12  parts,  30^.  each  vol. 

Education  Library.     Edited  by  Sir  Philip  Magnus  :— 

An  Introduction  to  the  History  of  Educational 
Theories.  By  Oscar  Browning,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
3^.  6d. 

Old  Greek  Education.  By  the  Rev.  Prof.  Mahaffy,  M.A. 
Second  Edition.     2>s.  6d. 

School  Management.  Including  a  general  view  of  the  work 
of  Education,  Organization  and  Discipline.  By  Joseph  Landon. 
Sixth  Edition.     6s. 

EDWARDES,  Major-Gcneral  Sir  Herbert  ^.—Memorials  of  his 
Life  and  Letters.  By  his  Wife.  With  Portrait  and  Illustra- 
tions.    2  vols.     Demy  Svo,  36^. 
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E  LSD  ALE,  //^«r>'.— Studies  in  Tennyson's  Idylls.  Crown  Svo,  5J. 

Kighteenlh   Century   Essays.      Selected  and   Edited  by  Austin 

Dor.soN.     Cheap  Edition.     Cloth  is.  6d. 
Emerson's  (Ralph  "Waldo)  Life.     By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

English  Copyright  Edition.     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  bs. 

Five  o'clock  Tea.  Containing  Receipts  for  Cakes,  Savoury  Sand- 
wiches, etc.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  ;  paper  covers,  is. 

ELINN,  D.  ^rt^i^^r.— Ireland  :  its  Health-Resorts  and  "Water- 
ing-Places.    With  Frontispiece  and  Maps.     Demy  Svo,  ^s. 

Forbes,  Bishop  :  A  Memoir.     By  the  Rev.  Donald  J.  Mackay. 

With  Portrait  and  Map.     Crown  Svo,  7^.  6^. 
EORDYCE,  7.— The  New  Social  Order.     Crown  Svo,  3r.  U. 

EOTJLEJ^/NGL/AM,  James.— Studies  in  the  Poetry  of  Robert 
Browning.     Second  Edition.'    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Franklin  (Benjamin)  as  a  Man  of  Letters.  By  J.  B.  Mac- 
Master.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 

EREWEN,  yJ/C^^rCTV:— The  Economic  Crisis.  CroAvnSvo,  4J.  U. 

From  "World  to  Cloister;   or,  My  Novitiate.      By  Bernard. 

Crown  Svo,  5j. 
GARDLNER,    Samuel    R.,    and   J.    BASS   JlIULLLiVGER,    M.A.— 

Introduction  to  the  Study  of  English  History.  Second 

Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  gs. 
Genesis  in  Advance  of  Present  Science.     A  Critical  Investigation 

of  Chapters  I. -IX.     By  a  Septuagenarian  Beneficed  Presbyter. 

Demy  Svo,  los,  6d. 

GEOI^GE,  Henry. — Progress  and  Poverty  :  An  Inquiiy  into  the 
Causes  of  Industrial  Depressions,  and  of  Increase  of  Want  with 
Increase  of  Wealth.  The  Remedy.  Fifth  Library  Edition. 
Post  Svo,  7^.  dd.  Cabinet  Edition.  Crown  Svo,  is.  6d.  Also  a 
Cheap  Edition.     Limp  cloth,  is.  6d. ;  paper  covers,  is. 

Protection,  or  Free  Trade.  An  Examination  of  the  Tariff 
Question,  with  especial  regard  to  the  Interests  of  Labour.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Social  Problems.  Fourth  Thousand.  Crown  Svo,  5^.  Cheap 
Edition,  paper  covers,  is.  ;  cloth  is.  6d. 

GILBERT,  Mrs. — Autobiography,  and  other  Memorials. 
Edited  by  JosiAH  Gilbert.  Fifth  Edition.  Crown  Svo, 
7^.  6d. 

G/LLMORE,  Par/.-er.—'Dsiys  and  Nights  by  the  Desert.  Illus- 
trated.    Demy  Svo,  los.  6d. 

GLANVILL,  Joseph. — Scepsis  Scientifica  ",  or,  Confest  Ignorance, 
the  Way  to  Science  ;  in  an  Essay  of  the  Vanity  of  Dogmatizing 
and  Confident  Opinion.  Edited,  with  Introductor}'  Essay,  by 
John  Owen.     Elzevir  Svo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  6^. 
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GLASS,  H.  ^.— The  Story  of  the  Psalters.  A  History  of  the 
Metrical  Versions  from  1549  to  18S5.     Crown  8vo,  5j-. 

Glossary  of  Terms  and  Phrases.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Percy 

Smith   and   others.      Second   and   Cheaper   Edition.      Medium 
8vo,  7^.  dd. 

CLOVER,  F.,  yl/.^.— Exempla  Latina.  A  First  Construing  Book, 
with  Short  Notes,  Lexicon,  and  an  Introduction  to  the  Analysis 
of  Sentences.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  2s. 

GOODENOUGH,  Commodore  J.  6^.— Memoir  of,  with  Extracts  from 
his  Letters  and  Journals.  Edited  by  his  Widow.  \Yith  Steel 
Engraved  Portrait.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5J-. 

GORDON,  Major- Ceno-al  C.  G. — His  Journals  at  Kartoum. 
Printed  from  the  original  MS.  With  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
A.  Egmont  Hake.  Portrait,  2  Maps,  and  30  Illustrations. 
Two  vols.,  demy  Svo,  2ls.     Also  a  Cheap  Edition  in  i  vol.,  6s. 

Gordon's  (General)  Last  Journal.  A  Facsimile  of  the  last 
Journal  received  in  England  from  General  Gordon.  Repro- 
duced by  Photo-lithography.     Imperial  4to,  £2,  3^. 

Events  in  his  Life.  From  the  Day  of  his  Birth  to  the  Day  of 
his  Death.  By  Sir  H.  W.  Gordon.  With  Maps  and  Illus- 
trations.    Second  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  7^.  6d. 

GOSSE,  Edmund. — Seventeenth  Century  Studies.  A  Contri- 
bution to  the  History  of  English  Poetr}'.     Demy  Svo,  ioj.  dd. 

GOULD,  Rrj.  S.  Baring,  //f.^.— Germany,  Present  and  Past. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 

The  Vicar  of  Morwenstow.  A  Life  of  Robert  Stephen 
Hawker.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

GOWAN',  Major  Walier  E. — A.  IvanofT's  Russian  Grammar. 
(i6th  Edition.)  Translated,  enlarged,  and  arranged  for  use  of 
Students  of  the  Russian  Language.     Demy  Svo,  6s. 

GOWER,  Lord  Ronald.  My  Reminiscences.  Miniature  Edition, 
printed  on  hand-made  paper,  limp  parchment  antique,  \qs.  6d. 

Bric-a-Brac.  Being  some  Photoprints  illustrating  art  objects  at 
Gower  Lodge,  Windsor.  With  descriptions.  Super  royal  Svo. 
15J.  ;  extra  binding,  lis. 

Last  Days  of  Mary  Antoinette.  An  Historical  Sketch. 
With  Portrait  and  Facsimiles.     Fcap.  4to,  loj.  6d. 

Notes  of  a  Tour  from  Brindisi  to  Yokohama,  1883- 
1884.     Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

GRAHAM,  William,  71/.^.— The  Creed  of  Science,  Religious,  Moral, 
and  Social.     Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

The  Social  Problem,  in  its  Economic,  Moral,  and 
Political  Aspects.    Demy  Svo,  14^. 
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GRLMLEY,  Rev.  //.  A^.,  ^J/.^.— Tremadoc  Sermons,  chiefly  on 
the    Spiritual    Body,    the  Unseen   "World,   and    the 
Divine  Humanity.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
The  Temple  of  Humanity,  and  other  Sermons.     Crown  Svo, 
6s. 

HAD  DON.  Carolme.— i:\iQ  Larger  Life,  Studies  in  Hinton's 
Ethics.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

HAECKEL,  Prof.  ErttsL—Tlie  History  of  Creation.  Translation 
revised  by  Professor  E.  Ray  Lankester,  M.A.,  F.R.S.  With 
Coloured  Plates  and  Genealogical  Trees  of  the  various  groups 
of  both  Plants  and  Animals.  2  vols.  Third  Edition.  Post 
Svo,  32J. 
The  History  of  the  Evolution  of  Man.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     2  vols.     Post  Svo,  32^. 

A  Visit  to  Ceylon.     Post  Svo,  7s.  6d. 

Freedom  in  Science  and  Teaching.     With  a  Prefatory  Note 
by  T.  H.  PIuxLEY,  F.R.S.     Crown  Svo,  51. 

IIALCOMBE,  y.  y.— Gospel  Difficulties  due  to  a  Displaced 
Section  of  St.  Luke.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Hamilton,  Memoirs  of  Arthur,  B.A.,  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge.    Crown  Svo,  6^-. 

Handbook  of  Home  Rule,  being  Articles  on  the  Irish  Question  by 
Various  Writers.  Edited  by  James  Eryce,  M.P.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  is.  sewed,  or  i^.  6d.  cloth. 

IIAJVEIS,  Rev.  H.  R.,  t^/.^.— Current  Coin.  Materialism— The 
Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — Pauperism — Emotion — Recreation 
— The  Sabbath.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Arrows  in  the  Air.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Speech  in  Season.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

Thoughts  for  the  Times.     Fourteenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  t^s. 

Unsectarian  Family  Prayers.      New   Edition.     Fcap.    Svo, 
IS.  6d. 

HAWTHORNE,  Nathaniel.— "SMot^l?,.  Complete  in  Twelve  Volumes. 
Large  post,  Svo,  7^.  6d.  each  volume. 

HEATH,  Francis  George. — Autumnal  Leaves.     Third  and  cheaper 
Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  6s. 
Sylvan  'Winter.     With  70  Illustrations.     Large  crown  Svo,  14^-. 

HEIDENHAIN,  Rudolph,  ;i/.Z>.— Hypnotism,  or  Animal  Mag- 
netism. With  Preface  by  G.  J.  Romanes.  Second  Edition. 
Small  crown  Svo,  2.s.  6d. 

HINTON,  y.— Life  and  Letters.  With  an  Introduction  by  Sir  W. 
W.  Gull,  Bart.,  and  Portrait  engraved  on  Steel  by  C.  H.  Jeens. 
Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  S^.  6d. 
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JIINTON,  J.— continued. 

Philosophy  and  Religion.  vSelections  from  the  Manuscripts  of 
the  late  James  Hinton.  Edited  by  Caroline  Haddon.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

The  La-w  Breaker,  and  The  Coming  of  the  Law. 
Edited  by  Margaret  Hinton.     Crown  8vo,  6j. 

The  Mystery  of  Pain.     New  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  \s. 

Homer's  Iliad.  Greek  text,  with  a  Translation  by  J.  G.  Cordery. 
2  vols.     Demy  Svo,  241. 

HOOPER,  Mary.—IAXWQ  Dinners  :  How  to  Serve  them  with 
Elegance  and  Economy.  Twentieth  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  is.  6d. 

Cookery  for  Invalids,  Persons  of  Delicate  Digestion, 
and  Children.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6J. 

Every-day  Meals.  Being  Economical  and  Wholesome  Recipes 
for  Breakfast,  Luncheon,  and  Supper.  Seventh  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  2J.  6d. 

HOPKINS,  Ellicc.—^^ovW  amongst  ^Working  Men.  Sixth 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  3-c  6</. 

HORNADAY,  W.  r.— Two  Years  in  a  Jungle.  With  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo,  2.\s. 

IIOSPITALIER,  ^.— The  Modern  Applications  of  Electricity. 
Translated  and  Enlarged  by  Julius  Maier,  Ph.D.  2  vols. 
Second  Edition,  Revised,  with  many  additions  and  numerous 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  25J-. 

HOWARD,  Robert,  M.A.—HYie  Church  of  England  and  other 
Religious  Communions.  A  course  of  Lectures  delivered  in 
the  Parish  Church  of  Clapham,     Crown  Svo,  '/s.  6J. 

How  to  Make  a  Saint ",  or,  The  Process  of  Canonization  in  the 
Church  of  England.     By  "The  Prig."     Fcap  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

HYNDMAA',  H.  J/.— The  Historical  Basis  of  Socialism  in 
England.     Large  crown  Svo,  Sj.  6d. 

IDDESLEIGH,  Earl  ^/i— The  Pleasures,  Dangers,  and  Uses 
of  Desultory  Reading.  Fcap.  Svo,  .  in  Whatman  paper 
cover,  \s. 

IM  THURN,  Everard  /^— Among  the  Indians  of  Guiana. 
Being  Sketches,  chiefly  anthropologic,  from  the  Interior  of  British 
Guiana.     With  53  Illustrations  and  a  Map.     Demy  Svo,  \%s. 

Ixora  :  A  Mystery.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

Jaunt  in  a  Junk  :    A  Ten  Days'  Cruise  in  Indian  Seas.     Large  crown 

Svo,  7j.  dd, 
JEXKINS,    E.,    and   RAYMOND,    y.— The    Architect's    Legal 

Handbook.     Third  Edition,  revised.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 
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JENKINS,  Rev.  Canon  R.  C— Heraldry  :  English  and  Foreign. 
With  a  Dictionary  of  Heraldic  Terms  and  156  Illustrations. 
Small  crown  Svo,  3 J.  6d. 

Jerome,  St.,  Life.     By  M.  J.  Martin.     Large  crown  Svo,  6j. 

JOEL,  L. — A  Consul's  Manual  and  Shipowner's  and  Ship- 
master's Practical  Guide  in  their  Transactions 
Abroad.  With  Detinitions  of  Nautical,  Mercantile,  and  Legal 
Terms ;  a  Glossary  of  Mercantile  Terms  in  English,  French, 
German,  Italian,  and  Spanish  ;  Tables  of  the  Money,  Weights, 
and  Measures  of  the  Principal  Commercial  Nations  and  their 
Equivalents  in  British  Standards ;  and  Forms  of  Consular  and 
Notarial  Acts.     Demy  Svo,  \2s. 

JOHNSTON,  H.  H.,  7^Z.^.— The  Kilima-njaro  Expedition. 
A  Record  of  Scientific  Exploration  in  Eastern  Equatorial  Africa, 
and  a  General  Description  of  the  Natural  History,  Languages, 
and  Commerce  of  the  Kilima-njaro  District.  With  6  Maps,  and 
over  So  Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Demy  Svo,  lis. 

JORDAN,  Furneaiix,  F.R.C.S. — Anatomy  and  Physiology  in 
Character.     Crown  Svo,  55. 

KAUFMANN,  Rev.  M.,  ALA. — Socialism:  its  Nature,  its  Dangers, 
and  its  Remedies  considered.     Crown  Svo,  7^.  6d. 

Utopias  ;  or,  Schemes  of  Social  Improvement,  from  Sir  Thomas 
More  to  Karl  Marx.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Christian  Socialism.     Crown  Svo,  4J.  6d. 

AA  V,  David,  F.R.G.S. — Education  and  Educators.  Crown  Svo. 
7J-.  dd. 

Memory  ".  ^what  it  is  and  how  to  improve  it.  Crown 
Svo,  ()s. 

KAY,  Joseph.— Ytqq  Trade  in  Land.  Edited  by  his  Widow.  With 
Preface  by  the  Right  Hon.  John  Bright,  M.P.  Seventh 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

*^*  Also  a  cheaper  edition,  without  the  Appendix,  but  with  a  Review 
of  Recent  Changes  in  the  Land  Laws  of  England,  by  the  Right 
Hon.  G.  Osborne  Morgan,  Q.C,  ^LP.  Cloth,  is.  6d.  ;  paper 
covers,  is. 

KELKE,  \V.  //.  //. — An  Epitome  of  English  Grammar  for 
the  Use  of  Students.  Adapted  to  tlie  London  Matriculation 
Course  and  Similar  Examinations.     Crown  Svo,  4J.  6d. 

KEMPIS,  Thomas  h.—Oi  the  Imitation  of  Christ.  Parchment 
Libraiy  Edition. — Parchment  or  cloth,  6j.  ;  vellum,  7^.  bd.  The 
Red  Line  Edition,  fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d.  The  Cabinet 
Edition,  small  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is.  ;  cloth  boards,  is.  6d.  The 
Miniature  Edition,  cloth  limp,  32mo,  is.  ;  or  with  red  lines,  ij.  6d. 

* ^*     All  the  above  Editions  may  be  had  in  various  extra  bindings. 
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KEMPISf  Thomas  a — contintied. 

Notes  of  a  Visit  to  the  Scenes  in  which  his  Life  was 

spent.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     By  F.  R.  Cruise,  M.D. 

Demy  Svo,  \2s. 
KENDALL,  Henry. — The   Kinship  of   Men.     An  argument  from 

Pedigrees,  or  Genealogy  viewed  as  a  Science.     ^Yith  Diagrams. 

Crown  Svo,  51. 
KENNARD,  Rev.  R.  B.—K  Manual  of  Confirmation.     iSmo. 

Sewed,  ^d.  ;  cloth,  is.  ' 

KIDD,  Joseph,  M.D. — The  Laws  of  Therapeutics  ;  or,  the  Science 

and  Art  of  JNIedicine.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 
lUNGSFORD,   Anna,    M.D.— The    Perfect    ^Way    in    Diet.     A 

Treatise  advocating  a  Return  to  the  Natural  and  Ancient  Food  Oi 

our  Race.     Third  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s. 
KINGSLEY,  Charles,  yl/.^.— Letters  and  Memories  of  his  Life. 

Edited  by  his  Wife.     With  two   Steel  Engraved  Portraits,  and 

Vignettes  on  Wood.     Sixteenth  Cabinet  Edition.    2  vols.    Crown 

Svo,  I2J-. 
*^*  Also  a  People's  Edition,  in  one  volume.    With  Portrait.    Crown 

Svo,  6^. 
All  Saints'  Day,  and  other  Sermons.      Edited  by  the  Rev.   W. 

Harrison.     Third  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  7^.  (^d. 
True  'Words    for    Brave   Men.     A   Book  for  Soldiers'  and 

Sailors'  Libraries.     Sixteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo,  is.  6d. 
KNOX,  Alexander  ^.— The  New  Playground  ;  or,  W^anderings  in 

Algeria.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  6s. 
Land  Concentration  and  Irresponsibility  of  Political  Power, 

as  causing  the  Anomaly  of  a  Widespread  State  of  Want  by  the 

Side  of  the  Vast  Supplies  of  Nature.     Crown  Svo,  5J-. 
LANDON,  Joseph. — School  Management ',  Including  a  General  View 

of  the  Work  of  Education,  Organization,  and  Disciphne.     Sixth 

Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
LAURIE,  S.  S. — The  Rise  and  Early  Constitution  of  Univer- 
sities.    With  a  Survey  of  Mediaeval  Education.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
LEFEVRE,  Right  Hon.    G.   6'A^tc'.— Peel  and  O'Gonnell.      Demy 

Svo,  \os.  6d. 
Incidents  of  Coercion.     A  Journal  of  two  visits  to  Longhrca. 

Crown  Svo. 
Letters  from  an  Unknown  Friend.     By  the  Author  of  "  Cliarles 

Lowder."     With  a  Preface  by  the  Rev.  W.  11.  Cleaver.     Fcap. 

Svo,  \s. 
Life  of  a  Prig.     By  One.     Third  Edition.     Fcnp.  Svo,  3^.  6d. 
LILLIE,    Arthur,   M.R.A.S.—T\ie    Popular    Life    of    Buddha. 

Containing  an  Answer  to  the  Hibbert  Lectures  of  iSSi.     With 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
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LJLLIE,  Arthur^  M.R.A.S. — continued. 

Buddhism   in   Christendom  ;    or,   Jesus  the   Esscne.     With 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  \^s. 

LOCHER,  Car/.— An  Explanation  of  Organ  Stops,  with  Hints 
for  Effective  Combinations.     Demy  8vo,  5^. 

LONGFELLOW,  II.  Wadsworth.—l^ife.  By  his  Brother,  Samukl 
Longfellow.  With  Portraits  and  Illustrations.  3  vols.  Demy 
Svo,  42J. 

LONSDALE^  Margaret. — Sister  Dora  :  a  Biography.  With  Portrait. 
Twenty-ninth  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  2.s.  6d. 

George  Eliot :  Thoughts  upon  her  Life,  her  Books,  and 
Herself.     Second  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  is.  6d. 

LOUNSBURY,  Thomas  7?,— James  Fenimore  Cooper.  With 
Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

LOWDER,  Charles.— A  Biography.  By  the  Author  of  "  St.  Teresa." 
Twelfth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     With  Portrait.     3^.  dd. 

LL'CKES,  Eva  C.  E. — Lectures  on  General  Nursing,  delivered  to 
the  Probationers  of  the  London  Hospital  Training  School  for 
Nurses.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

LYTTON,  Edivard  Biikuer,  Lord. — Life,  Letters  and  Literary 
Remains.  By  his  Son,  the  Earl  of  Lytton.  With  Portraits, 
Illustrations  and  Facsimiles.     Demy  Svo.     Vols.  I.  and  II.,  32^. 

rJACfflAVELLI,  NiccoIb.  —  'LitQ  and  Times.  By  Prof.  Villari. 
Translated  by  Linda  Villari.     4  vols.     Large  post  Svo,  48^. 

Discourses  on  the  First  Decade  of  Titus  Livius,  Trans- 
lated from  the  Italian  by  Ninian  Hill  Thomson,  M.A.  Large 
crown  Svo,  12s. 

The  Prince.  Translated  from  the  Italian  by  N.  H.  T.  Small 
crown  Svo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bevelled  boards,  65-. 

iMACNEILLy  J.  G.  Sivift. — Ho^sat  the  Union  ^svas  carried. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  \s.  6d.  ;  paper  covers,  i^. 

MAGNUS,  Lady. — About  the  Jews  since  Bible  Times.  From  the 
Babylonian  Exile  till  the  English  Exodus.     Small  crown  Svo,  6^. 

Maintenon,  Madame  de.  By  Emily  Bowles.  With  Portrait, 
Large  crown  Svo,  'js.  dd. 

Many  Voices.  A  volume  of  Extracts  from  the  Religious  Writers  of 
Christendom  from  the  First  to  the  Sixteenth  Centuiy.  With 
Biographical  Sketches.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  red  edges,  6-*-. 

MARKHAM,  Capt.  Albert  Hastings,  i^.A^.— The  Great  Frozen  Sea  : 
A  Personal  Narrative  of  the  Voyage  of  the  Alert  during  the  Arctic 
Expedition  of  1S75-6.  With  6  full-page  Illustrations,  2  Maps, 
and  27  W^oodcuts.     Sixth  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6j-. 
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MARTINEAU,  Gerirude.—OuiUne  Lessons  on  Morals.  Small 
crown  8vo,  3^.  6^/. 

MASON,  Charlotte  M. — Home  Education  ".  a  Course  of  Lectures  to 
Ladies.     Crown  Svo,  3i'.  6^/. 

Matter  and  Energy  :  An  Examination  of  the  Fundamental  Concep- 
ceptions  of  Physical  Force.     By  B.  L.  L.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s, 

MA  TUCE,  H.  Ogram.     A  Wanderer.     Crown  Svo,  5j. 

MAUDSLEY,  H.,  M.D.— Body  and  ^JVill.  Being  an  Essay  con- 
cerning Will,  in  its  INIetaphysical,  Physiological,  and  Pathological 
Aspects.     Svo,  I2S. 

Natural  Causes   and    Supernatural  Seemings.      Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

McGRATH,  Terence. — Pictures  from  Ireland.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  is. 

McKINNEY,  S.  B.  G^.— Science  and  Art  of  Religion.  Crown 
Svo,  Si".  6d. 

MEREDITH,  J/.^.— Theotokos,  the  Example  for  ^Woman. 
Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  Lady  Agnes  Wood.  Revised  by 
the  Venerable  Archdeacon  Denison.     32mo,  limp  cloth,  u.  dd. 

MILLER,  Edward. — The  History  and  Doctrines  of  Irvingism  ; 

or,  The  so-called  Catholic  and  Apostolic  Church.     2  vols.     Large 
post  Svo,  \^s. 

The  Church  in  Relation  to  the  State.     Large  crown  Svo,  41. 

MILLS,  Herbert.— Vo^evtY  and  the  State  ;  or,  Work  for  the  Un- 
employed. An  Inquiry  into  the  Causes  and  Extent  of  Enforced 
Idleness,  with  a  Statement  of  a  Remedy.     Crown  Svo,  6^. 

Mitchel,  John,  Life.  By  William  Dillon.  2  vols.  Svo.  With 
Portrait.     2ls. 

MITCHELL,  Lucy  M.—K  History  of  Ancient  Sculpture.  With 
numerous  Illustrations,  including  6  Plates  in  Phototype.  Super- 
royal  Svo,  42J-. 

MOCKLER,  E.—K  Grammar  of  the  Baloochee  Language,  as 
it  is  spoken  in  ISIakran  (Ancient  Gedrosia),  in  the  Persia- Arabic 
and  Roman  characters.     Fcap.  Svo,  5J. 

MOHL,  Jtdhis  and  i^/a;j.— Letters  and  Recollections  of.  By 
M.  C.  M.  Simpson.  With  Portraits  and  Two  Illustrations.  Demy 
Svo,  15^. 

MOLESWORTH,  Rez:  JV.  Nassau,  J/. .-:/.— History  of  the  Church 
of  England  frona  1660.     Large  crown  Svo,  js.  6d. 

MORELL,  J.  i^.— Euclid  Simplified  in  Method  and  Language. 
Being  a  Manual  of  Geometry.  Compiled  from  the  most  important 
French  Works,  approved  by  the  University  of  Paris  and  thq 
Minister  of  Public  Instruction.     Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  dd. 
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MORISON,  J.  Cotter.— TYvQ  Service  of  Man  :  an  Essay  towards  ilie 
Religion  of  the  Future.     Crown  8vo,  <^s. 

MORSE,  E.  S.,  /y/.Z>.— First  Book  of  Zoology.  With  numcious 
Illustrations.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6</. 

My  La^vye^  :  A  Concise  Abridgment  of  the  Laws  of  England.  I'y  a 
Barristcr-at-Law.    Crown  Svo,  6^.  6J. 

NELSON,  y.  H.,  M.A.—K  Prospectus  of  the  Scientific  Study 
of  the  Hindu  Law.     Demy  Svo,  qj. 

Indian  Usage  and  Judge-made  Law  in  Madras.     Demy 
Svo,  12S. 

NEWMAN,  Cardinal. — Characteristics   from   the  "Writings  of. 
Being  Selections  from  his  various  Works.      Arranged  with  the 
Author's  personal  ApprovaL      Seventh  Edition.     With  Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  6j. 
*^*  A  Portrait  of  Cardinal  Newman,  mounted  for  framing,  can 
be  had,  2J-.  6.;'. 

N'EJVMAN,  Francis  William. — Essays  on  Diet.  Small  crown  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s. 

Miscellanies.     Vol.   II.     Essays,  Tracts,  and  Addresses,  Moral 
and  Religious.     Demy  Svo,  \2s. 

Reminiscences  of  Two  Exiles  and  Two  Wars.     Crown 
Svo. 

New  Social  Teachings.     By  Politicus.     Small  crown  Svo,  5j. 

NICOLS,  Arthur,  F.G.S.,  A i^.C. 9.— Chapters  from  the  Physical 
History  of  the  Earth  :  an  Introduction  to  Geology  and 
Palceontology.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

NIIIILL,  Rev.  H.  Z>.— The  Sisters  of  St.  Mary  at  the  Cross  : 
Sisters  of  the  Poor  and  their  Work.     Crown  Svo,  2^.  6-/. 

NOEL,  The  Hon.  Roden. — Essays  on  Poetry  and  Poets.  Demy 
Svo,  1 2 J. 

NOPS,  Marianiu. — Class  Lessons  on  Euclid.  Part  I.  containini; 
the  First  Two  Books  of  the  Elements.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Nuces:  Exercises  on  the  Syntax  of  the  Public  School  Lat^n 
Primer.     New  Edition  in  Three  Parts.     Crown  Svo,  each  is. 
***  The  Three  Parts  can  also  be  had  bound  together,  3^. 

OATES,  Frank,  F.R.G.S.—ma.tahele  Land  and  the  Victoria 
Falls.  A  Naturalist's  Wanderings  in  the  Interior  of  South 
Africa.  Edited  by  C.  G.  Gates,  li.A.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  4  Maps.     Demy  Svo,  21s. 

O'BRIEN,  R.  Barry.— Ivish  Wrongs  and  English  Remedies, 
with  other  Essays.     Crown  Svo,  5J. 
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OLIVER,  Robert. — Unnoticed  Analogies.  A  Talk  on  the  Irish 
Question.     Crown  8vo. 

O'MEARA,  Kathleen.— YLQ.nv\  Perreyve  and  his  Counsels  to 
the  Sick.     Small  crown  8vo,  5^-. 

One  and  a  Half  in  Norway.  A  Chronicle  of  Small  Beer.  By 
Either  and  Both.     Small  crown  8vo,  3^.  dd. 

O'NEIL,  the  late  Rev.  Lord. — Sermons.  With  Memoit  and  Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  ds. 

Essays  and  Addresses.     Crown  Svo,  5^-. 

OTTLEY,  H.  Bickersteth.—^VYie  Great  Dilemma.  Christ  His  Own 
Witness  or  His  Own  Accuser.  Six  Lectures.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  2>^.  6d. 

Our  Priests  and  their  Tithes.  By  a  Priest  of  the  Province  of 
Canterbury.     Crown  Svo,  5^-. 

Our  Public  Schools — Eton,  Harr"o\v,  Winchester,  Rugby, 
"Westminster,  Marlborough,  The  Charterhouse. 
Crown  Svo,  6^. 

PALMER,  the  late  Williain. — Notes  of  a  Visit  to  Russia  in 
1840-1841.  Selected  and  arranged  by  John  H.  Cardinal 
Newman,  with  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  S^.  dd. 

Early  Christian  Symbolism.  A  Series  of  Compositions  from 
Fresco  Paintings,  Glasses,  and  Sculptured  vSarcophagi.  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  Provost  Northcote,  D.D.,  and  the  Rev.  Canon 
Brownlow,  M.A.  With  Coloured  Plates,  folio,  42^.,  or  with 
Plain  Plates,  folio,  25^-. 

Parchment  Library.  Choicely  Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  limp 
parchment  antique  or  cloth,  6j-.  ;  vellum,  7^.  dd.  each  volume. 

Sartor  Resartus.     By  Thomas  Carlyli:. 

The  Poetical  Works  of  John  Milton.     2  vols. 

Chaucer's  Canterbury  Tales.     Edited  by  A.  W.   Pollard. 

2  vols. 

Letters  and  Journals  of  Jonathan  Swift.  Selected  and 
edited,  with  a  Commentary  and  Notes,  by  Stanley  Lane  Poole. 

De  Quincey's  Confessions  of  an  English  Opium  Eater. 

Reprinted  from  the  First  Edition.    Edited  by  Richard  Garnett. 

The  Gospel  according  to  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke. 

Selections  from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Jonathan  Swift. 
With  a  Preface  and  Notes  by  Stanley  Lane- Poole  and 
Portrait. 

English  Sacred  Lyrics. 

Sir  Joshua   Reynolds's  Discourses.     Edited   by  Edmund 

GOSSE. 
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Parchment  Library — continued. 

Selections  from  Milton's  Prose  "Writings.  Edited  by 
Ernest  Myers. 

The  Book  of  Psalms.  Translated  by  the  Rev.  Canon  T.  K. 
Cheyne,  M.A.,  D.D. 

The  Vicar  of  Wakefield.     With  Preface  and  Notes  by  Austin 

DOBSON. 

English  Comic  Dramatists.     Edited  by  Oswald  Crawfurd. 

English  Lyrics. 

The  Sonnets  of  John  Milton.  Edited  by  Mark  Pattison. 
With  Portrait  after  Vertue. 

French  Lyrics.  Selected  and  Annotated  by  George  Saints- 
BURY'.  With  a  Miniature  Frontispiece  designed  and  etched  by 
H.  G.  Glindoni. 

Fables  by  Mr.  John  Gay.  With  i^.Iemoir  by  Austin  Dobson, 
and  an  Etched  Portrait  from  an  unfinished  Oil  Sketch  by  Sir 
Godfrey  Kneller. 

Select  Letters  of  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Richard  Garnett. 

The  Christian  Year.  Thoughts  in  Verse  for  the  Sundays  and 
Holy  Days  throughout  the  Year.  With  Miniature  Portrait  of  the 
Rev.  J.  Keble,  after  a  Drawing  by  G.  Richmond,  R.A. 

Shakspere's  Works.     Complete  in  Twelve  Volumes. 

Eighteenth  Century  Essays.  Selected  and  Edited  by  Austin 
Dobson.     With  a  Miniature  Frontispiece  by  R.  Caldecott. 

Q.  Horati  Flacci  Opera.  Edited  by  F.  A.  Cornish,  Assistant 
Master  at  Eton.  With  a  Frontispiece  after  a  design  by  L.  Alma 
Tadema,  etched  by  Leopold  Lowenstam. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe's  Poems.  With  an  Essay  on  his  Poetry  by 
Andrew  Lang,  and  a  Frontispiece  by  Linley  Sambourne. 

Shakspere's  Sonnets.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden.  With  a 
Frontispiece  etched  by  Leopold  Lowenstam,  after  the  Death 
Mask. 

English  Odes.  Selected  by  Edmund  Gosse.  With  Frontis- 
piece on  India  paper  by  Hamo  Thornycroft,  A. R.A. 

Of  the  Imitation  of  Christ.  By  Thomas  a  Kempis.  A 
revised  Translation.  With  Frontispiece  on  India  paper,  from  a 
Design  by  W.  B.  Richmond. 

Poems  :  S^'.ccted  from  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  Dedicated  to 
Lady  Shelley.  With  a  Preface  by  Richard  Gannett  and  a 
Miniature  Frontispiece. 
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PARSLOE,  Joseph.— O-av  Railways.  Sketches,  Historical  and 
Descriptive.  With  Practical  Information  as  to  P'ares  and  Rates, 
etc.,  and  a  Chapter  on  Railway  Reform.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

PASCAL,  Blaise.— The  Thoughts  of.  Translated  from  the  Text  of 
Auguste  Molinier,  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.  Large  crown  8vo,  with 
Frontispiece,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  parchment  antique,  or 
cloth,  \2s.  ;  vellum,  15^.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

PATON,  W.  A. — Down  the  Islands.  A^Voyage  to  the  Caribbccs. 
With  Illustration.     Medium  Svo,  \6s. 

PAUL,  C.  Kegan. — Biographical  Sketches.  Printed  on  hand-made 
paper,  bound  in  buckram.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 

PEARSON,  Rev.  6".— "Week-day  Living.  A  Book  for  Young  Men 
and  Women.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

PENRICE,  Major  J. — Arabic  and  English  Dictionary  of  the 
Koran.     4to,  21s. 

PESCHEL,  Dr.  Oscar.— TYvo,  Races  of  Man  and  their  Geo- 
graphical Distribution.  Second  Edition.  Large  crown 
Svo,  9J-. 

PIDGEON',  D. — An  Engineer's  Holiday  ;   or,  Notes  of  a  Round 
Trip  from  Long.  0°  to  0°.      New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Large 
crown  Svo,  ']s.  6d. 
Old  'World  Questions  and  New  World  Answers.    Second 
Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  'js.  6d. 

Plain  Thoughts  for  Men.  Eight  Lectures  delivered  at  Forester's 
Hall,  Clerkenwell,  during  the  London  Mission,  1884.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  \s.  6d ;  paper  covers,  is. 

PLOWRIGHT,  C.  B.—The  British  Uredinese  and  Ustilaginese. 

With  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  los.  6d. 

PRICE,  Prof.  Bonamy.  —  Chapters  on  Practical  Political 
Economy.  Being  the  Substance  of  Lectures  delivered  before 
the  University  of  Oxford.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  Ss. 

Prig's  Bede  ".  the  Venerable  Bede,  Expurgated,  Expounded,  and  Ex- 
posed.    By  "The  Prig."     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  3J.  6</. 

Pulpit  Commentary,  The.  {Old  Testament  Series.)  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  J.  S.  ExEi.L,  M.A.,  and  the  Very  Rev.  Dean  H.  D.  M. 
Spence,  M.A. ,  D.D. 
Genesis.  By  the  Rev.  T.  Whitelaw,  D.D.  With  Homilies  by 
the  Very  Rev.  J.  F.  Montgomery,  D.D. ,  Rev.  Prof.  R.  A. 
Redford,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev.  F.  Hastings,  Rev.  W. 
Ro HERTS,  M.A.  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  Old 
Testament  by  the  Venerable  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.  S. ; 
and  Introductions  to  the  Pentateuch  by  the  Right  Rev.  \\.  COT- 
terill,  D.D.,  and  Rev.  T.  Whitelaw,  M.A.  Eighth  Edition, 
I  vol.,  15J. 
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Pulpit  Commentary,  The — continued. 

Exodus.  By  the  R-ev.  Canon  Rawlinson.  With  Homilies  by 
Rev.  J.  Orr,  D.D.,  Rev.  D.  Young,  B.A.,  Rev.  C.  A.  Good- 
hart,  Rev.  J.  Urquhart,  and  the  Rev.  H.  T.  Robjohns. 
Fourth  Edition.     2  vols.,  os.  each, 

Leviticus.  By  the  Rev.  Prebendary  Mf.yrick,  M.A.  With 
Introductions  by  the  Rev.  R.  Collins,  Rev.  Professor  A.  Cave, 
and  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  Redford,  LL.B.,  Rev.  J.  A. 
Macdonald,  Rev.  W.  Clarkson,  B.A.,  Rev.  S.  R.  Aldridge, 
LL.B.,  and  Rev.  McCheyne  Edgar.     Fourth  Edition.     15J. 

Numbers.  By  the  Rev.  R.  Winterbotham,  LL.B.  With 
Homilies  by  the  Rev,  Professor  W.  Blnnie,  D.D.,  Rev.  E.  S. 
Prout,  ^L'A.,  Rev.  D.  Young,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  and  an  Intro- 
duction by  the  Rev.  Thomas  Whitelaw,  M.A.  Fifth 
Edition.     15J. 

Deuteronomy.  By  the  Rev.  W.  L.  Alexander,  D.D.  With 
Homihes  by  Rev.  C.  Clemance,  D.D.,  Rev.  |,  Orr,  D.D., 
Rev.  R.  M.  Edgar,  M.A.,  Rev.  D.  Davies,  M.A.  Fourth 
edition.      15^. 

Joshua.  By  Rev.  J.  J.  Lla.s,  M.A.  With  Homilies  by  Rev. 
S,  R.  Aldridge,  LL,B.,  Rev.  R,  Glover,  Rev.  E.  de 
PRESSENsfi,  D,D,,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  B,A.,  Rev,  W,  F.  Adenev, 
M,A.  ;  and  an  Introduction  by  the  Rev.  A.  Plummer,  M.A. 
Fifth  Edition.     \2s.  6d. 

Judges  and  Ruth.  By  the  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells,  and 
Rev.  J.  MoRisoN,  D.D.  With  Homilies  by  Rev,  A,  F.  Muir, 
M.A.*  Rev.  W,  F,  Adeney,  M,A.,  Rev.  W.  M,  Statham,  and 
Rev.  Professor  J.  Thomson,  M.A.     Fifth  Edition,     los.  6d. 

1  Samuel.  By  the  Very  Rev,  R,  P,  Smith,  D.D,  With  Homilies 
by  Rev,  Donald  Eraser,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof.  Chapman,  and 
Rev.  B.  Dale.     Sixth  Edition,     15^, 

1  Kings.  By  the  Rev,  Joseph  Hammond,  LL.B.  With  Homilies 
by  the  Rev,  E.  de  pRESSENSfi,  D,D,,  Rev,  J,  Waite,  B.A., 
Rev,  A,  Rowland,  LL.B.,  Rev,  J,  A,  Macdonald,  and  Rev, 
J.  Urquhart.     Fifth  Edition.     i5j-. 

1  Chronicles.  By  the  Rev,  Prof,  P.  C.  Barker,  M,A.,  LL.B. 
With  Homilies  by  Rev,  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev.  R. 
Tuck,  B.A.,  Rev.  W.  Clarkson,  B.A.,  Rev.  F.  Whitfield, 
M.A.,  and  Rev.  Richard  Glover,     i^s. 

Ezra,  Nehemiah,  and  Esther.  By  Rev,  Canon  G.  Rawlinson, 
M.A,  With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev. 
Prof.  R.  A.  Redford,  LL.B.,  M.A.,  Rev.  W,  S,  Lewis,  M.A., 
Rev.  J.  A.  Macdonald,  Rev.  A.  Mackennal,  B.A.,  Rev,  W, 
Clarkson,  B.A.,  Rev,  F.  Hastings,  Rev.  W,  Dinwiddie, 
LL.B.,  Rev.  Prof,  Rowlands,  B.A.,  Rev,  G,  Wood,  B.A., 
Rev.  Prof.  P.  C.  Barker,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  and  the  Rev.  J.  S. 
Exell,  M.A.     Sixth  Edition,     i  vol.,  \2s.  6d. 
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Pulpit  Commentary,  The — contimied. 

Isaiah.  By  the  Rev.  Canon  G.  Rawlinson,  M.A.  With  Homilies 
by  Rev.  Prof.  E.  Johnson,  M.A.,  Rev.  W.  Clarkson,  B.A., 
Rev.  W.  M.  Statham,  and  Rev.  R.  Tuck,  B.A.  Second 
Edition.     2  vols.,  15J.  each. 

Jeremiah.  (Vol.  I.)  By  the  Rev.  Canon  T.  K.  Cheyne, 
D.D.  With  Plomilies  by  the  Rev.  W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A.,  Rev. 
A.  F.  MuiR,  M.A.,  Rev.  S.  Conway,  B.A.,  Rev.  J.  Waite, 
B.A.,  and  Rev.  D.  Young,  B.A.     Third  Edition.     15J. 

Jeremiah  (Vol.  II.)  and  Lamentations.  By  Rev.  Canon  T.  K. 
Cheyne,  D.D.  With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson, 
M.A.,  Rev.  W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A.,  Rev.  A.  F.  Muir,  M.A., 
Rev.  S.  Conway,  B.A.,  Rev.  D.  Young,  B.A.     15J. 

Hosea  and  Joel.  By  the  Rev.  Prof.  J.  J.  Given,  Ph.D.,  D.D. 
With  Homilies  by  the  Rev.  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev. 
A.  Rowland,  B.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev.  C.  Jerdan,  M.A.,  LL.B,, 
Rev.  J.  Orr,  D.D.,  and  Rev.  D.  Thomas,  D.D.     15J. 

Pulpit  Commentary,  The.     {Xew  Testament  Series.) 

St.  Mark.  By  Very  Rev.  E.  Bickersteth,  D.D.,  Dean  of  Lich- 
field. With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev.  Prof. 
J.  J.  Given,  Ph.D.,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof.  Johnson,  M.A.,  Rev.  A. 
JRowLAND,  B.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev.  A.  Muir,  and  Rev.  R.  Green. 
Fifth  Edition.     2  vols.,  los.  bd.  each. 

St.  John.  By  Rev.  Prof.  H.  R.  Reynolds,  D.D.  With 
Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  T.  Croskery,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof  J.  R. 
Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev.  D.  Young,  B.A.,  Rev.  B.  Thomas, 
Rev.  G.  Brown.     Second  Edition.     2  vols.     15^-.  each. 

The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.  By  the  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells. 
With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  P.  C.  Barker,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev. 
Prof.  E.  Johnson,  M.A.,  Rev.  Prof.  R.  A.  Redford,  LL.B., 
Rev.  R.  Tuck,  B.A.,  Rev.  W.  Clarkson,  B.A.  Fourth 
Edition.     2  vols.,  los.  6d.  each. 

1  Corinthians.     By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.     With 

Homilies  by  Rev.  Ex-Chancellor  Lipscomb,  LL.D.,  Rev. 
David  Thomas,  D.D.,  Rev.  D.  Eraser,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof. 
J.  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  B.A.,  Rev.  R.  Tuck, 
B.A.,  Rev.  E.  Hurndall,  M.A.,  and  Rev.  H.  Bremner,  B.D. 
Fourth  Edition,     ip. 

2  Corinthians  and  Galatians.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.D.,  and  Rev.  Prebendary  E.  Huxtaele.  With 
Homilies  by  Rev.  Ex-Chancellor  LiPSCOMB,  LL.D.,  Rev.  David 
Thomas,  D.D.,  Rev.  Donald  Eraser,  D.D.,  Rev.  R.  Tuck, 
B.A.,  Rev.  E.  Hurndall,  M.A.,  Rev.  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson, 
M.A.,  Rev.  R.  Finlayson,  B.A.,  Rev.  W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A., 
Rev.  R.  M.  Edgar,  M.A.,  and  Rev.  T.  Croskery,  D.D.  Second 
Edition.     21^'. 
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PuljDit  Commentary,  The. — continued. 

Ephesians,  Philippians,  and  Colossians.  By  the  Rev.  Prof. 
W.  G.  Blaikie,  D.D.,  Rev.  13.  C.  Caffin,  M.A.,  and  Rev.  G. 
G.  FiXDLAY,  B.A.  With  HomiHes  by  Rev.  D.  Thomas,  D.D., 
Rev.  R.  M.  Edgar,  M.A.,  Rev.  R.  Finlayson,  B.A.,  Rev. 
W.  F.  Adeney,  INI. a.,  Rev.  Prof.  T.  Croskery,  D.D.,  Rev. 
E.  S.  Prout,  M.A.,  Rev.  Canon  Vernon  Hutton,  and 
Rev.  U.  R.  Thomas,  D.D.     Second  Edition.     i\s. 

Thessalonians,  Timothy,  Titus,  and  Philemon.  By  the 
Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells,  Rev.  Dr.  Gloag  and  Rev.  Dr.  Eales. 
With  Homilies  by  the  Rev.  B.  C.  Caffin,  M.A.,  Rev.  R. 
Finlayson,  B.A.,  Rev.  Prof.  T.  Croskery,  D.D.,  Rev.  W.  F. 
Adeney,  M.A.,  Rev.  W.  M.  Statham,  and  Rev.  D.  Thomas, 
D.D.     15J. 

Hebrews  and  James.  By  the  Rev.  J.  Barmby,  D.D.,  and  Rev 
Prebendary  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  M.A.  With  Homiletics  by  the 
Rev.  C.  Jerdan,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  and  Rev.  Prebendary  E.  C.  S. 
Gibson.  And  Homilies  by  the  Rev.  W.  Jones,  Rev.  C.  New, 
Rev.  D.  Young,  B.A.,  Rev.  ].  S.  Bright,  Rev.  T.  F.  Lockyer, 
B.A.,  and  Rev.  C.  Jerdan,  M.A.,  LL.B.     Second  Edition.     15^'. 

PUSEY,  Dr. — Sermons  for  the  Church's  Seasons  from 
Advent  to  Trinity.  Selected  from  the  Published  Sermons 
of  the  late  Edward  Bouverie  Pusey,  D.D.     Crown  8vo,  5^-. 

QUEKETT,  Rev.  TF.^My  Sayings  and  Doings.  With  Remi- 
niscences of  my  Life.     With  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  i8s. 

RANKE,  Leopold  von. — Universal  History.  The  oldest  Historical 
Group  of  Nations  and  the  Greeks.  Edited  by  G.  W.  Prothero. 
Demy  8vo,  16^. 

REiYDELL,  y.  J/.— Concise  Handbook  of  the  Island  of 
Madeira.  With  Plan  of  Funchal  and  ;Map  of  the  Island.  Fcap. 
Svo,  is.  6d. 

RE  FELL,  W.  /'.—Ethical  Forecasts.     Crown  Svo,  3-r.  ed. 

REVjYOLDS,  Rev.  J.  JK— The  Supernatural  in  Nature.  A 
Verification  by  P'ree  Use  of  Science.  Third  Edition,  Re\-ised 
and  Enlarged.     Demy  Svo,  14s. 

The    Mystery  of    Miracles.     Third    and    Enlarged    Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

The  Mystery  of  the  Universe  our  Common  Faith.  Demy 
Svo,  14^. 

The  A?Vorld  to  Come  :    Immortality  a  Physical   Fact.     Crown 
Svo,  6s. 

RIBOT,Prof.  Th. — Heredity:  A  Psychological  Study  of  its  Phenomena, 
its  Laws,  its  Causes,  and  its  Consequences.  Second  Edition. 
Large  crown  Svo,  9J. 


24  A  List  of 

RIVINGTON,  Luke. — Authority,  or  a  Plain  Reason  for  join- 
ing the  Church  of  Rome.     Crown  Svo.,  3^.  dd. 

ROBERTSON,  The  late  Rev.  F.  IV.,  Af. A.— l^ife  and  Letters  of. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  Stopford  Brooke,  M.A. 

I.  Two  vols.,  uniform  with  the  Sermons.     With  Steel  Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  ys.  6d. 
11.  Library  Edition,  in  Demy  Svo,  with  Portrait.     I2s. 
III.  A  Popular  Edition,  in  i  vol.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Sermons.     Four  Series.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^.  6d.  each. 
The  Human  Race,  and  other  Sermons.     Preached  at  Chelten- 
ham, Oxford,  and  Brighton.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Small 
crown  Svo,  ^s.  6d. 

Notes  on  Genesis.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Small  crown  Svo, 
3s.  6d. 

Expository    Lectures    on    St.    Paul's    Epistles    to    the 

Corinthians.     A  New  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  ^s. 

Lectures  and  Addresses,  with  other  Literary  Remains.     A  New 

Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 
An  Analysis  of  Tennyson's  "  In  Memoriam."    (Dedicated 

by  Permission  to  the  Poet-Laureate.)     Fcap.  Svo,  2s. 
The  Education  of  the  Human  Race.     Translated  from  the 

German  of  GoTTHOLD  Ephraim  Lessing.     Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

The  above  Works  can  also  be  had,  bound  in  half  morocco. 

*^.*  A  Portrait  of  the  late  Rev.  F.  W.  Robertson,  mounted  for  framing, 
can  be  had,  2^-.  6d. 

ROG/:^RS,  Wt/h'am. — Reminiscences.    Compiled  by  R.  H.  Haodex. 

With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  6j-. 
ROMAN/^S,   G.   y.  — Mental   Evolution   in   Animals.     With  a 

Posthumous  Essay  on   Instinct   by  Charles  Darwin,    F.R.S. 

Demy  Svo,  \2s. 

ROSMINI  SERB  ATI,  Antonio.— lAiQ.  By  the  Rev.  W.  Lockhart. 
Second  Edition.     2  vols.     With  Portraits.     Crown  Svo,  \2s. 

ROSS,  Janet. — Italian  Sketches.  With  14  full-page  Illustrations. 
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Edition.     Witli  Numerous  Illustrations.      5^. 

XLVII.  The  Organs  of  Speech  and  their  Application  in  the 
Formation  of  Articulate  Sounds.  By  Georg  Hermann 
Von  Meyer.     With  47  \Yoodcuts.     5^. 

XLVIII.  Fallacies.  A  View  of  Logic  from  the  Practical  Side.  By 
Alfred  Sidgwick.     Second  Edition.     5^. 

XLIX.  Origin  of  Cultivated   Plants.     By  Alphonse  de  Candolle. 

Second  Edition.     55, 

L.  Jelly-Fish,  Star-Fish,  and  Sea-Urchins.  Being  a  Research 
on  Primitive  Nervous  Systems.  By  G.  J.  Romanes.  With 
Illustrations.     5^. 

LI.  The  Comnaon  Sense  of  the  Exact  Sciences.  By  the  late 
William  Kingdon  Clifford.     Second  Edition.     With  100  Figure.-. 

LII.  Physical  Expression  :  Its  Modes  and  Principles.  By 
Francis  Warner,  M.D.,  F.R.C.P. ,  Hunterian  Professor  of  Com- 
parative Anatomy  and  ^Physiology,  R.C.S.E.  With  50  Illus- 
trations.    5^. 

LIII.  Anthropoid  Apes.  By  Robert  Hartmann.  With  63  Illustra- 
tions.    5j. 

LIV.  The  Mammalia  in  their  Relation  to  Primeval  Times. 
By  Oscar  Schmidt.     With  51  Woodcuts.     51. 

LV.  Comparative  Literature.    By  H.  Macaulay  Posnett,  LL.D.    ^s. 

LVI.  Earthquakes  and  other  Earth  Movements.  By  Piuf. 
John  Milne.     With  3S  Figures.     Second  Edition,     ^s. 

LVII.  Microbes,  Ferments,  and  Moulds.  By  E.  L.  Trouessnrt. 
With  107  Illustrations.     5^. 

LVIII.  Geographical  and  Geological  Distribution  of  Animals. 
By  Professor  A.  Heilprin.     With  Frontispiece.     5^. 

LIX.  'Weather.  A  Popular  Exposition  of  the  Nature  of  Weather 
Changes  from  Day  to  Day.  By  the  Hon.  Ralph  Abercromby. 
Second  Edition,     With  96  Illustrations.     5^, 
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LX.  Animal  Magnetism.     By  Alfred  Binet  and  Charles  Fere.     55. 

LXI.  Manual  of  British  Discomycetes,  with  descriptions  of  all  the 
Species  of  Fungi  hitherto  found  in  Britain  included  in  the  P'amily, 
and  Illustrations  of  the  Genera.    By  William  Phillips,  F.L.S.    5^. 

LXII.  International  Law.  With  Materials  for  a  Code  of  Inter- 
national Law.    By  Professor  Leone  Levi.     5^, 

LXIII.  The  Geological  History  of  Plants.  By  Sir  J.  William 
Dawson.     With  80  Figures.     5j. 

LXIV.  The  Origin  of  Floral  Structures  through  Insect 
and  other  Agencies.  By  Rev.  Prof.  G.  Henslow.  With 
88  Illustrations.     5^. 

LXV.  On  the  Senses,  Instincts,  and  Intelligence  of  Animals. 
With  special  Reference  to  Insects.  By  Sir  John  Lubbock,  Bnrt., 
M.P.     100  Illustrations.     5^. 


MILITARY   WORKS. 

BRACKENBURY,  Col.  C.  B.,  ^.^. —  Military  Handbooks  for 
Regimental  Oflicers. 

I.  Military  Sketching  and  Reconnaissance.  By  Col. 
F.  J.  Hutchison  and  Major  PI.  G.  MacGregor.  Fifth 
Edition.     With  16  Plates.     Small  crown  8vo,  4J. 

II.  The  Elements  of  Modern  Tactics  Practically 
applied  to  English  Formations.  By  Lieut.-Col. 
Wilkinson  Shaw.  Sixth  Edition.  With  25  Plates  and 
Maps.     Small  crown  8vo,  gj. 

III.  Field  Artillery.     Its  Equipment,  Organization  and  Tactics. 

By  Major  Sisson  C.   Pratt,   R.A.     With  12  Plates.     Third 
Edition.     Small  crown  8vo,  6s. 

IV.  The   Elements   of   Military   Administration.     Fir^t 

Part  :    Permanent    System    of  Administration.       By  Major 
J.  W.   Buxton.     Small  crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

V.  Military    Law  :    Its    Procedure   and    Practice.       By   Major 

Sisson   C.    Pratt,    R.A.     Third    Edition.     Revised.     Small 
crown  Svo,  4J.  6d. 

VI.  Cavalry  in  Modern  "War.    By  Major-General  F.  Chenevix 

Trench.     Small  CFOwn  Svo,  6s. 

VII.  Field  ^Works.     Their  Technical  Construction  and  Tactical 

Application.     By  the  Editor,  Col.  C.  B.  Brackenbury,  R.A. 
Small  crovsTi  Svo. 

If'ROOKE,  Major,  C.  A'.— A  System  of  Field  Tr:::ning.     Small 
crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

p 
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Campaign  of  Fredericksburg,  November — December,  1862. 

A  Study  for  Officers  of  Volunteers.     By  a  Line  Officer.     With 
5  Maps  and  Plans.     vSccond  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  55-. 

CLERY,  C.  Francis,  Col.— Minor  Tactics.  With  26  Maps  and  Plans. 
Seventh  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo,  Cjs. 

COLVILE,  Lieut. -Col.  C.  i^— Military  Tribunals.     Sewed,  2s.  6<L 

CRAUFURD,  Capt.  H.  7.— Suggestions  for  the  Military  Train- 
ing of  a  Company  of  Infantry.     Crov.n  Svo,  \s.  dd. 

HAMILTON,  Capt.  Ian,  A.B.C.— The  Fighting  of  the  Future,    is. 

IIARRISOIV,  Col.  7?.— The  Omcer's  Memorandum  Book  for 
Peace  and  ^War.  Fourth  Edition,  Revised  throughout. 
Oblong  32mo,  red  basil,  with  pencil,  3^.  M. 

Notes  on  Cavalry  Tactics,  Organisation,  etc.  By  a  Cavalry 
Officer.     With  Diagrams.     Demy  Svo,  \2s. 

PARR,  fol.  II.  Ilallam,  C.M.G.—TYie  Dress,  Korses,  and 
Equipment  of  Infantry  and  StafT  OfHcers.  Crov.-n 
Svo,  is. 

Further   Training  and   Equipment  of    Mounted    In- 
fantry.    Crown  Svo,  15. 

SCIIAJF,  Col.  //.—The  Defence  and  Attack  of  Positions  and 
Localities.  Third  Edition,  Re^^scd  ar.d  Corrected.  Crown 
Svo,  3^-.  6d. 

STONE,  Capt.  F.  Gleadowe,  i?.^^.— Tactical  Studies  from  the 
Franco-German  "War  of  1870-71.  With  22  Lithographic 
Sketches  and  IMaps.     Demy  Svo,  los.  6il. 

WILKINSON,  H.  Spenser,  Capt.  2.0th  Lancashire  i^.  F.  —  Citizen 
Soldiers.     Essays  towards  the  Improvement  of  the  Volunteer 

Force.     Crown  8^•o,  is.  6d. 


POETRY. 

AD.4l\I  OF  ST.  VICTOR. —The  Liturgical  Poetry  of  Adam  of 
St.  Victor.  From  the  text  of  Gautikr.  With  Translations  into 
I'nglish  in  the  Original  Metres,  and  Short  Explanatory  Notes, 
by  DiGBY  S.  Wrangham,  I\I.A.  3  vols.  Crown  Svo,  printed 
on  hand-made  paper,  boards,  21s. 

ALEXANDER,  William,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Dcrry.—Si.  Augustine's 
Holiday,  and  other  Poems.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

AUCHJMUTY,A.  C— Poems  of  English  Heroism  :  From  Bninan- 
burh  to  Lucknow  ;  from  Athelstan  to  Albert.  Small  crown  Svo, 
\s.  6d. 
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BARNES,  ?F////<7;//.— Poems  of  Rural  Life,  in  the  Dorset 
Dialect.     New   Edition,    complete   in   one   vol.      Crown   Svo, 

BAYNES,  Rev.  Canon  H.  R. — Home  Songs  for  Quiet  Hours. 
Fourth  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6:/. 

REVINGTONy  L.  ^.— Key  Notes.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^-. 

BLUNT,  Wilfrid  Sca7ve7i.  — i:\iQ  ^Wind  and  the  ^Whirlwind. 
Demy  Svo,  \s.  6d. 

The  Love  Sonnets  of  Proteus.     Fifth  Edition,  iSmo.     Cloth 
extra,  gilt  top,  ^s. 

Book  of  Verse,  A.     Ey  J.  R.  W.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

BOWEN,  H.  C,  yl/.^.— Simple  English  Poems.  English  Literature 
for  Junior  Classes.  In  Four  Parts.  Parts  I.,  II.,  and  III,,  6d. 
each,  and  Part  IV.,  is.     Complete,  3^. 

BRYANT,  W.  C— Poems.  Cheap  Edition,  with  Frontispiece.  Small 
crown  Svo,  3^.  dd. 

Calderon's  Dramas:  the  Wonder-Working  Magician  —  Life  is  a 
Dream — the  Purgatory  of  St.  Patrick.  Translated  by  Denis 
Florence  MacCarthy.     Post  Svo,  \qs. 

Camoens'  Lusiads.  —  Portuguese  Text,  with  Translation  by  J.  J. 
AuBERTiN.     Second  Edition.     2  vols.     Crown  Svo,  12s. 

CAMPBELL,  Lewis. — Sophocles.  The  Seven  Plays  in  English  Verse. 
Crown  Svo,  ^s.  6d. 

CHRISTIE,  Albany  J.— T\\Q  End  of  Man.  Fourth  Edition.  Fcap. 
Svo,  2s.  6d. 

COXHEAD,  Ethel.— ^\v6,?>  and  Babies.  With  33  Illustrations. 
Imp.  i6mo,  I  J-. 

Dante's  Divina  Commedia.  Translated  in  the  Tci-za  Riina  of 
Original,  by  F.  K.  PI.  Haselfoot.     Demy  Svo,  \(ys. 

DENNIS,  J. — English  Sonnets.  Collected  and  Arranged  by.  Small 
crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

BE   VERE,  Aubrey.— Poel\c:il  ^Works. 

I.  The  Search  after  Proserpine,  etc.     6s. 
II.  The  Legends  of  St.  Patrick,  etc.     6s. 
III.  Alexander  the  Great,  etc.     os. 

The  Foray  of  Queen  Meave,  and  other  Legends  of  Ircumd's 
Heroic  Age.     Small  crov.n  Svo,  5.r. 

Legends  of  the  Saxon  Saints.     Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 

Legends  and  Records  of  the  Church  and  the  Empire. 
Small  croum  Svo,  6^. 
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DOBSON,  Atistw.— Old  World  Idylls  and  other  Verses.  Eighth 
Edition.     Elzevir  8vo,  gilt  top,  bs. 

At  the  Sign  of  the   Lyre.     Fifth   Edition.     Elzevir  Svo,  gilt 
top,  6s. 

Dorica.     By  E.  D.  S.     Small  crown  Svo,  ^s. 

DOWDEN,  Edward,  ZZ.Z^.— Shakspere's  Sonnets.  With  Intro- 
duction and  Notes.     Large  post  Svo,  'js.  6d. 

DUTT,  Toru.—K  Sheaf  Gleaned  in  French  Fields.  New  Edition. 
Demy  Svo,  \os.  6d. 

Ancient  Ballads  and  Legends  of  Hindustan.     With  an 

Introductory   Memoir   by   Edmund   Gosse.       Second   Edition, 
iSmo.     Cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  ^s. 

ELLIOTT,  Ebenczer,  The  Corn  Lazu  Rhymer. — Poems.  Edited  by  his 
son,  the  Rev.  Edwin  Elliott,  of  St.  John's,  Antigua.  2  vols. 
Crown  Svo,  iSj". 

English  Verse.  Edited  by  W.  J.  Linton  and  R.  H.  Stoddard, 
5  vols.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5^".  each. 

I.  Chaucer  to  Burns. 
II.  Translations. 

III.  Lyrics  of  the  Nineteenth  Century. 

IV.  Dramatic  Scenes  and  Characters. 
V.  Ballads  and  Romances. 

GOSSE,  Edfnund. — New  Poems.     Crown  Svo,  7^-.  6d. 

Firdausi  in  Kxile,  and  other  Poems.     Second  Edition.     Elzevir 
Svo,  gilt  top,  6s. 

GURNEY,  Rev.  Alfred.— Ulcie  Vision  of  the  Eucharist,  and  other 
Poems.     Crown  Svo,  5^-. 

A  Christmas  Faggot.      Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 

HAMILTON,  /««.— The  Ballad  of  Hadji,  and  other  Poems.  With 
Frontispiece  and  Vignettes.     Elzevir  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

HARRISON,  Clifford.— In  Hours  of  Leisure.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  5^. 

HEYV/OOD,  J.  a— Herodias,  a  Dramatic  Poem.  New  Edition^ 
Revised.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 

Antonius.     A  Dramatic   Poem.     New  Edition,  Revised.     Small 
crown  Svo,  ^s. 

Salome.     A  Dramatic  Poem.     Small  crown  Svo,  ^s. 

HICKEY,  E.  II.—K  Sculptor,  and  other  Poems.  Small  crown 
Svo,  5j. 

HE  A  TS,  y^/m.— Poetical  Works.  Edited  by  W.  T.  Arnold.  Large 
crown  Svo,  choicely  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  with  Portrait 
in  eau-forte.  Parchment  or  cloth,  \2s,  ;  vellum,  15^.  New 
Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3-r.  6d. 
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KING,  Mrs.  Hafnilion.—Tlae  Disciples.  Ninth  Edition.  Small 
crown  8vo,  ^s.  ;  Elzevir  Edition,  cloth  extra,  6^. 

A  Book  of  Dreams.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  31.  6J. 

The  Sermon  in  the  Hospital  (From  "  The  Dimples  ").  Fcap. 
8vo,  \s.     Cheap  Edition  for  distribution  3^/.,  or  20j-.  per  100. 

LANG,  ^.— XXXII.  Ballades  in  Blue  China.     Elzevir  Svo,  5.-. 

Rhymes  a  la    Mode.      With   Frontispiece  by   E.    A.    Abbey. 
Second  Edition.     Elzevir  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  5^-. 

LAIVSON,  Right  Hon.  Mr.  Justice . —YLymni  Usitati  Latine 
Redditi  :  with  other  Verses.     Small  Svo,  parchment,  5^. 

Living  English  Poets  MDCCGLXXXII.  With  Frontispiece  by 
Walter  Crane.  Second  Edition.  Large  crown  Svo.  Printed  on 
hand-made  paper.     Parchment  or  cloth,  12s.  ;  vellum,  \<^s. 

LOCKER,  i^— London  Lyrics.  Tenth  Edition.  With  Portrait, 
Elzevir  Svo.     Cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  ^s. 

Love  in  Idleness.  A  Volume  of  Poems.  With  an  Etching  by  W.  B. 
Scott.     Small  crown  Svo,  ^s. 

MAGNUSSON,  Eirikr,  M.A.,  and  PALMER,  E.  H.,  J/..^.— Johan 
Ludvig  Runeberg's  Lyrical  Songs,  Idylls,  and  Epi- 
grams.    Fcap.  Svo,  5j. 

Matin  Songs.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s, 

MEREDITH,  Owen  [The  Earl  ^/ Zj'/^w].— Lucile.  New  Edition. 
With  32  Illustrations.  i6mo,  2)^.  6d.  Cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
4x.  6d. 

MORRIS,  Lewis. — Poetical  ^Works  of.     New  and  Cheaper  Editions, 

with  Portrait.     Complete  in  3  vols.,  ^s.  each. 
Vol.  I.  contains  "Songs  of  Two  Worlds."    Twelfth  Edition. 
Vol.  II.  contains  "The  Epic  of  Hades."     Twenty-second  Edition. 
Vol.    III.  contains   "Owen"  and    "The  Ode  of  Life."     Seventh 

Edition. 
Vol.  IV.  contains  "Songs  Unsung"  and  "Gycia."     Fifth  Edition. 

Songs  of  Britain.     Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  5^. 

The  Epic  of  Hades.  With  16  Autotype  Illustrations,  after  the 
Drawings  of  the  late  George  R.  Chapman.  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt 
leaves,  2\s. 

The  Epic  of  Hades.  Presentation  Edition.  4to,  cloth  extra, 
gilt  leaves,  \os.  6d. 

The  Lewis  Morris  Birthday  Book.  Edited  by  S.  S.  Cope- 
MAN",  with  Frontispiece  after  a  Design  by  the  late  George  R. 
Chapman.     32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

MORSHEAD,  E.  D.  ^.  — The  House  of  Atreus.  Being  the 
Agamemnon,  Libation-Bearers,  and  Furies  of  /Eschylus.  Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse.     Crown  Svo,  7^. 
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MORSHEAD,  E.  D.  A.—contimicd. 

The  Suppliant  Maidens  of  u;Eschylus.      Crown  8vo,  3^.  6./. 

MULHOLLAND,  iv^j-a:.— Vagrant  Verses.     Small  crown  8vo.  5^. 

NADEN,  Constance  C.  IV. — A  Modern  Apostle,  and  other 
Poems.     Small  crown  8vo,  5^. 

NOEL,  The  Hon.  Roden.  —  K  Little  Child's  Monument.  Third 
Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^-.  6^. 

The   House   of   Ravensburg.     New   Edition.     Small    crown 
Svo,  6i-. 

The  Red   Flag,  and  other  Poems.     New  Edition.     Small  crown 
Svo,  6i-. 

Songs  of  the  Heights  and  Deeps.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

O' HAG  AN,  yohn.—ll\\Q  Song  of  Roland.  Translated  into  English 
Verse.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

PFEIFFER,  Emily.— i:\iQ  Rhyme  of  the  Lady  of  the  Rock, 
and  How  it  Grew.  Second  Edition.  Small  crown  Svo, 
3^.  6d. 

Gerard's   Monument,    and    other    Poems.       Second    Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Under  the   Aspens ".    Lyrical  and    Dramatic.      With   Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Rare  Poems  of  the  16th  and  17th  Centuries.  Edited  by  W.  J. 
Linton.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

RHOADES,  7a;;/^j.— The  Georgics  of  Virgil.  Translated  into 
English  Verse.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^'. 

Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  ^-y.  6d. 

Dux  Redux.     A  Forest  Tangle.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

ROBINSON,  A.  Mary  E.—A  Handful  of  Honeysuckle.  Fcap. 
Svo,  3^.  6d. 

The  Crowned  Hippolytus.     Translated  from  Euripides.    With 

New  Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^-. 

SCOTT,  Fredk.  George.— i:\vQ  Soul's  Quest.     Small  crown  Svo. 

SHARP,  Isaac. — Saul  ^of  Tarsus,  and  other  Poems.  Small  crown 
Svo,  2x.  6d, 

SMITH,  J.  W.  C/Z^ar/.— The  Loves  of  Vandyck.  A  Tale  of  Genoa. 
Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

The  Log  o'  the  "Norseman."     Small  crown  Svo,  5^". 

Serbelloni.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 

Sophocles  ;  The  Seven  Plays  in  English  Verse.  Translated  by  Lewis 
Campbell.     Crown  Svo,  Ts.  6d. 
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SYMONDS,  John  ^:f^/^///^^«.— Vagabunduli  Libellus.  Crown 
Svo,  bs. 

Tasso's  Jerusalem  Delivered.  Translated  by  Sir  John  Kingston' 
James,  Bart.  Two  Volu«ics.  Printed  on  hand-made  paper, 
parchment,  bevelled  boards.     Large  crown  Svo,  2 i.e. 

TAYLOR,  Sir  H. — 'Works.  Complete  in  Five  Volumes.  Crown 
Svo,  30.-. 

Philip  Van  Artevelde.     Fcap.  Svo,  3^-.  6.7. 

The  Virgin  Widow,  etc.     Fcap.  Svo,  3^-.  GJ. 

TODHUNTER,  Dr.  7.— Laurella,  and  other  Focms.  Crown  Svo, 
ds.  6d. 

Forest  Songs.     vSmall  crown  Svo,  3-s-.  6d. 

The  True  Tragedy  of  Rienzi  :  a  Drama.     3^,  6i. 

Alcestis  :  a  Dramatic  Poem.     Extra  fcap.  Svo,  ^s. 

Helena  in  Troas.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6./. 

The  Banshee,  and  other  Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

TYA'AIST,  KatJieriiic. — Louise  de  la  Valliere,  and  other  Poems. 
Small  crown  Svo,  35-.  6^/. 

Shamrocks.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^-. 

TYRER,  C.  Z".— Fifty  Sonnets.     Small  crown  Svo,  is.  Gd. 

Victorian  Hymns :  English  Sacred  Songs  of  Fifty  Years. 
Dedicated  to  the  Queen.     Large  post  Svo,  \os.  6d. 

ll'JLL/S,  E.  Cooper,  ^.C— Tales  and  Legends  in  Verse.  Small 
crown  Svo,  3^.  dd. 

Wordsworth  Birthday  Book,  The.  Edited  by  Adelaide  and 
Violet  Wordsworth.    32mo,  limp  cloth,  1.;.  Q. ;  cloth  extra,  2s, 
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BANKS,  Mrs.  G.  L. — God's  Providence  House.     Crown  Svo,  6-c 
CHICHELE,  Mary. — Doing  and  Undoing.     A  Story.     Crown  Svo. 

dfS.  6d. 

CRAWFURD,  C>jrc'^Ai'.— Sylvia  Arden.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown 
Svo,  6j. 

GARDINER,  Zinda.— His   Heritage.     Whh    Frontispiece.      Crown 
Svo,  6s. 

GRAY,   Max'C'cd/.— The   Silence   of    Dean    Maitland.     Fifteenth 
thousand.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

GREY,  Ro-u-/afid.— In  Sunny  Switzerland.     A  Tale  of  Six  Weeks. 
Second  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 
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GREY^  Rowland. — contintied. 

Lindenblumen  and  other  Stories.     Small  crown  8vo,  5^. 
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4  THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE  Act  i 

Salar.  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth, 

Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  sea. 
I  should  not  see  the  sandy  hour-glass  run 
But  I  should  think  of  shallows  and  of  flats. 
And  see  my  wealthy  Andrew,  dock'd  in  sand, 
Vailing  her  high-top  lower  than  her  ribs 
To  kiss  her  burial.     Should  I  go  to  church 
And  see  the  holy  edifice  of  stone. 
And  not  bethink  me  straight  of  dangerous  rocks, 
Which  touching  but  my  gentle  vessel's  side. 
Would  scatter  all  her  spices  on  the  stream, 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  silks, 
And,  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 
And  now  worth  nothing  ?     Shall  I  have  the  thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  shall  I  lack  the  thought 
That  such  a  thing  bechanc'd  would  make  me  sad  ? 
But  tell  not  me  :  I  know  Antonio 
Is  sad  to  think  upon  his  merchandise. 

A7if.  Believe  me,  no  :  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it, 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trusted. 
Nor  to  one  place  ;  nor  is  my  whole  estate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  present  year  : 
Therefore  my  merchandise  makes  me  not  sad. 

Salar.  Why,  then  you  are  in  love. 

Ant.  Fie,  fie  ! 

Salar.  Not  in  love  neither  ?     Then  let  us  say  you 
are  sad. 
Because  you  are  not  merry  ;  and  'twere  as  easy 
For  you  to  laugh,  and  leap,  and  say  you  are  merry, 
Because    you    are    not    sad.     Now,    by    two-headed 

Janus, 
Nature  hath  fram'd  strange  fellows  in  her  time  : 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes 
And  laugh  like  parrots  at  a  bag- piper  ; 
And  other  of  such  vinegar  aspect 
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